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PART I 



MAMIE 

QJABINA says it is ridiculous to main- 
•^ tain that women are not naturally as 
domestic as men ; she wants a comfortable 
place of her own to come home to, after 
office hours, quite as much as any man 
does, she says, though she may not be 
quite as willing to many in order to get 
it as he appears to be. 

On reading these sentences over I find 
they have an odd sound; but I am sure 
they are just as Sabina said them. She is 
a most practical person, and very success- 
ful in everything she does; so when she 
decided that we could afford to rent a 
house of our own, outside of town some- 
where, and have a horse and buggy, pos- 
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sibly, and a small garden, probably, and 
the laundry done in the house, certainly, 
I knew that we could. 

We have been together seven years: 
One in one bedroom, two in two bed- 
rooms, three in two bedrooms and a sit- 
ting-room, and one in two bedrooms, a 
sitting-room, and a bath. When Sabina 
added the Things-I-Have-Found-Out-to- 
Make-it-Easy-for-You pages to her de- 
partment, and the circulation went up 
immediately, her salary went up imme- 
diately, too, and naturally we began to 
talk about an apartment. I suppose we 
should have been there now except for 
Chloe. 

I had always known that Chloe was a 

fine-looking girl, but I never realized 

how handsome she was till I saw her in 

the big pliuned hat her cousin, Mrs. Stuy- 
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vesant, bought just before she went into 
mourning. Sabina told her she was alto- 
gether too well dressed to be wandering 
about alone in the evening, but it ap- 
peared that Mr. Ogden was hunting for 
tickets to something at the hotel around 
the comer. (I think myself it will really 
be Mr. Ogden, and we hope so; it will be 
such a good thing to get Chloe settled.) 
While I was hastily dressing, for they 
wanted me to go, and Mr. Ogden was 
getting three tickets, Sabina mentioned 
the apartment idea. 

" Oh, don't do that," Chloe interrupted 
in that breezy, casual way of hers. " Get 
right out altogether, why don't you? 
Everybody's going out of town, you 
know. Go out Greenwich way, and then 
you'll be near Anna Stuyvesant, and that 
wiU be so convenient for me." 

[5] 
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That remark is the best portrait of 
Chloe that I could possibly draw you if 
I had Henry James's pencil and George 
Meredith's eraser. 

" Isn't Greenwich a little expensive for 
the non-Stuyvesant portion of your ac- 
quaintance ? " Sabina inquired with a cer- 
tain amount of sarcasm. With all her 
good sense Sabina has never been able to 
keep herself from being sarcastic with 
Chloe. It is a terrible waste of very good, 
useful sarcasm, though. 

" But you needn't go exactly in Greei.- 
wich, Bina — ^there are all sorts of towns 
all about, and it's all the same with a 
motor," Chloe explained. 

Sabina snorted, and began to read 
manuscript. 

" You could keep house, you know," 
said Chloe to me, " and just think what a 

[6] 
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fine place it would be to bring the fresh- 
air children to! You could start a day 
nursery, too. And I'll tell you something 
else. You find a nice little place out there 
somewhere, something with gables — 
there's a sort of ivy stuff that grows 
awfully fast — and I'll come out and live 
with you! I can take Anna's baby Stein- 
way any time I have a place to put it — 
she's disgusted with it. Wouldn't that be 
jolly, though? " 

I gasped, and Sabina gasped, and Mr. 
Ogden gasped in the doorway. 

" You are very kind," Sabina began 
finally, "but wouldn't it interfere with 
your breakfast? You'd have to start for 
school before nine o'clock, I'm afraid, to 
get up on the West Side in time." 

" Oh, I don't believe so," said Chloe, 
and it occurred to me for a moment that 
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she might possibly be serious. " I told Miss 
Martin that if I had to do so much mat- 
inie work with the girls, and go to the 
skating-rink once a week, and chaperon 
the advanced fencing, now, she'd have to 
let me off that Greek sculpture and elocu- 
tion, Mondays, Tuesdays and Wednes- 
days. That's all I have before ten now. 
She said, ' Very well.' And Anna would 
let the Panhard meet me at Forty-second 
street, I'm sure, after Satterlee had been 
dropped at the office, and that would take 
me up in no time." 

" ' She said, very well I * ** Sabina re- 
peated. "Will you tell me, Chloe, for 
what you consider Miss Martin is paying 
you, as it is? " 

I noticed Chloe's eyes somehow as she 
laughed that fascinating little laugh of 
hers and patted Sabina's shoulder like 

[8] 
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a big baby that wants to keep friends 
with you and be naughty at the same 
time. 

" Bina dear, Miss Martin will raise me 
if I come every day in the motor! " she 
said Bs we went out. 

There is no denying the shrewdness that 
I see sometimes in Chloe's dancing, irre- 
sponsible eyes. Mr. Ogden called them 
that. 

" Did you ever see a creature with such 
dancing, irresponsible eyes? " he asked me 
one evening, when Chloe was dressing in 
my room and he was waiting for her. It 
has been very pleasant for me, because 
they nearly always take me with them. 
Chloe is so much with the Stuyvesant set 
that she doesn't quite like to go out with- 
out a chaperon, though she admits that 
she never would have thought about it, 

[9] 
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probably, if she'd been situated like the 
other teachers at Miss Martin's. 

I never gave her suggestion a thought 
that night, but when I got home, Sabina 
was still reading her manuscripts, and the 
first thing she said to me was, " It's ridic- 
ulously characteristic of that girl to upset 
so airily in one sentence the plans of two 
sensible people — plans they've been plan- 
ning for seven years." 

"Why, you don't think she meant 
it? " said I, " I never gave it another 
thought." 

" Not about her living with us, cer- 
tainly," said Sabina. " I should hope you 
wouldn't. A flirtatious cyclone with inter- 
mittent millionaire friends may be stimu- 
lating, but I get all the excitement I need 
at the office, and if you did start a day 
nursery there, you'd probably have all 

[ 10] 



THE DOMESTIC ADVENTURERS 

you could attend to, with the housekeep- 
ing, without taking the entire care of her 
— clothes and beaux and woes — as you 
would, you know perfectly well." 

" Why — ^why — ^were you thinking of 
the coimtry, Sabina? " said I hesitatingly, 
for it seemed too good to be true. 

" There's a great deal to be said for it," 
Sabina replied thoughtfully. " We could 
make on the rent what I should lose in 
commutation." 

But of course that was only the first 
step toward considering the matter, and 
I went on looking up apartments, in order 
to have statistics and comparative advan- 
tages and that sort of thing to discuss. I 
should never have mentioned the matter 
to Chloe except that she came in to ask 
if she might give a chafing-dish supper in 
our sitting-room after some studio exhibi- 
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tion, and while we were discussing what 
to have, and whether it was really safe to 
eat tinned lobster, I happened to remem- 
ber tliat Sabina had spoken of it. Chloe 
hardly noticed what I said. She asked 
me absent-mindedly if I knew, anything 
about Soimd View, where a friend of a 
friend of hers owned real estate and be- 
lieved in the property, but as she'd never 
been there herself, there wasn't much to 
say, of course ; and anyway, as she added, 
she simply refused to imagine Sabina and 
me out of New York. 

So it was a little confusing to Sabina to 
receive, a week later, a letter from a Mr. 
Henry Todd, who begged to remind her 
that he had only allowed her six days' re- 
fusal of his Locust Avenue cottage, and 
that only in view of the exceptional char- 
acter of the references given by her 
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friend. The cottage, he concluded, was 
one of his most desirable and most easily 
rentable pieces of property, and if Miss 
S. Archbold had no intention of coming 
to Sound View on or before Saturday, 
would she kindly advise him at her con- 
venience, and obKge hers truly, Henry 
Todd? 

" What does this mean? " Sabina asked 
me severely. " Who is ' my friend ' ? 
You? '' 

"No, indeed," I assured her; "of 
course not, Sabina. It's some mistake, of 
course. But who was mentioning Sound 
View not so long ago? " 

Sabina's hygienically clear coffee cooled 
and my cocoa grew scummy while I 
thought and thought. Suddenly it came 
to me. 

^*It must have been Chloe!" I cried. 

[ 18] 
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Sabina sniffed angrily- 

" But she has never been in Sound 
View," I added, " so how " 

" If she has never been there, it was 
certainly she," Sabina interrupted coldly. 

" I have lived forty years in this world, 
but I have never encountered in the whole 
forty years as much feather-headed folly 
as that girl can display in a week. What 
is Miss Martin's telephone number? " 

I shut the door into her room, where 
the telephone is, because I am really fond 
of Chloe, and Sabina can be rather awful. 
By and by she came out, looking unde- 
cided. 

" The girl is mad," she said, " but I 
suppose we had better go. Satterlee Stuy- 
vesant has offered to take us out to Sound 
View in his motor car this afternoon; we 
can come back by train. She seems to 
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have practically engaged the cottage. It 
is brown shingles with white trimmings, 
and will be papered to suit the tenants. 
There is a Franklin grate in my study, 
she says. She and Mr. Ogden went out 
there. There is a golf club. The last ten- 
ant had window boxes made, and will sell 
them for half their cost. There is a Village 
Improvement Society that does something 
to the garbage. The man next door will 
rent his stable. She did not say whether 
she had bought a horse yet. Have I a 
large chiffon veil?" 

" But, Sabina," I said, in a feeble sort 
of way, "how many rooms, are there? 
How much is it? Is it near the railroad 
station? Is there a furnace? " 

" I have never been in Sound View," she 

said. " I am merely repeating our young 

friend's remarks. She did not mention any 
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of the points you have suggested. But it 
is really only fair to the agent to explain 
the matter to him personally," 

" Sabina," I asked, " do you suppose 
she got the refusal of it for two persons 
or for three? " 

" How many she got it for, heaven only 
knows," Sabina replied, " but when I re- 
fuse it — ^it is doubtless one half piazza and 
the other half drawing-room, with three 
closets and defective plimibing — I shall 
refuse it for two." 

And yet Sabina is at this moment lay- 
ing a fire in the Franklin grate, and 
Mrs. Stuyvesant's Steinway baby-grand 
is in the drawing-room window, with 
a peacock-colored priest's robe thrown 
over it, that Satterlee picked up in Mos- 
cowl 

It was when I realized that we were 
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really Kving in our own rented house, 
which turned out, by the way, to be very 
well arranged, with closets and a good 
furnace and a refrigerator bought from 
the last tenants — Chloe suggested to them 
that they would probably enjoy trying an 
apartment, and that in that case the re- 
frigerator would be built in, and they ac- 
tually decided to — ^that I determined to 
write an account of our Ufe here with 
Chloe. For any one could see that there 
would be things worth writing. And since 
I have seen the manuscripts Sabina has 
to read (and the ones she accepts 1) I feel 
more encouraged about my literary ef- 
forts, I am sure that if Chloe were put 
into a book it would turn out to be a novel 
all by itself, with very little assistance 
from the author, because wherever she is, 
things happen, and certainly nothing 
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could be more helpful than Uving with a 
heroine like that. 

A temperament like hers has its disad- 
vantages, however, and one of the most 
recent disadvantages has been Mamie. 
Before I begin my character study of 
Chloe I really must express my mind 
about Mamie for a page or two; for if 
I ever do get the courage to show this to 
Sabina, she will understand, when she 
reads this part, a little of what I have 
gone through with that girl. Naturally, 
as I am the housekeeper, I have most to 
do with the maid, and that being the 
case, I cannot help feeling that my judg- 
ment . • • 

But this is not quite fair. If I had se- 
riously objected to Mamie, of course she 
would not have been engaged. And I did 

not — seriously. I only felt that a little 
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more experience would have been desir- 
able. Still it was certainly very sweet of 
Chloe to save me the trouble of advertis- 
ing or going to one of those dreadful 
bureaus. I had discovered a good laim- 
dress — ^to come in for a day and a half 
a week — ^and Chloe, going down to her 
house with a message, saw Mamie, her 
niece, sitting by the window, on a visit. 
She said that it struck her immediately 
what an ideal maid Mamie would make 
in a blue-and-white-striped gingham, to 
match her eyes, and a white apron, she 
flushed so prettily when she came to the 
door. She had a real manner, Chloe said, 
in showing them in, and going for her 
aunt; not coarse and blundering or for- 
ward, but just sweetly interested. Mr. 
Ogden, who was with her at the time, saw 
it, too, and thought we were in great luck 
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to get her. And as Chloe says, no one 
could have been more willing to learn, and 
there seemed to be no reason why she 
should not make a good cook in time, with 
her aunt there every week to help her; 
only she never did, and her aunt herself 
told me privately that she never would, in 
her opinion. 

I have never denied that Mamie was 
very pretty; she was. She had wavy 
chestnut hair and the most wonderful 
complexion. I admit cheerfully that she 
looked nothing less than charming in her 
striped blue-and-white morning dress, 
with her plain cap and apron, and Mr. 
Ogden is by no means the only gentle- 
man who has remarked that she was sim- 
ply bewitching in her clear blue afternoon 
uniform, with embroidered capes on her 

aprons and velvet rosettes for the caps. 
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Mr. Ogden had a natural interest in 
Mamie's afternoon appearance, because 
he and I shopped for that%lue dimity- 
through the entire Twenty-third street 
district all one afternoon. Chloe had in- 
tended to go with us, of course, and she 
had matched Mamie's eyes most carefully 
with blue sewing-silk, and we had the silk 
for a sample. In the station, however, she 
met one of the teachers from Miss Mar- 
tin's with matinee opera tickets, so she 
invited the teacher to luncheon (with Mr. 
Ogden), and dashed off at two o'clock 
with her. Mr. Ogden watched them jimip 
on the car; the other teacher pulled her- 
self in, but Chloe sprang up like a big 
girl of fifteen, and actually waved her 
hand at us. 

" What magnificent vitality! " he said; 

and then, " and what a strange life 1 
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Tristan and Isolde this afternoon in the 
top gallery, with that estimable young 
woman in the shirt waist, and Aida next 
Wednesday night in the Stuyvesants' 
box, with the Russian attachS behind 
those handsome shoulders 1 " 

" I believe she enjoys one almost as 
much as the other," said I. 

He gave me such a grateful smile. Then 
he pursed his lips and cocked his head a 
little, 

" I wonder . . ." he said. 

We had a terrible time with the dimity, 
because, as Chloe impressed upon us, Mar 
mie's eyes were real old blue, not china 
nor aniline blue, and the stuff had to be 
washed once or twice at least, as Sabina 
sarcastically added. So we tried to sat- 
isfy them both, and I hate to remember 

what I paid for it. Still it was a very 
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pretty idea of Chloe's, not having any 
black dresses; she thought it would be 
simple and distinctive, to say nothing of 
cool in the summer, and, as she very truly 
says, it is those little details carefully car- 
ried out that give the air of personaUty 
and selection, when you haven't a great 
deal of money. There was plenty of dis- 
tinction in Mamie's dresses-every one 
noticed them, and one of Chloe's friends, 
an illustrator, paid her five dollars for 
posing for him three mommgs— but I 
have never been sure that they were really 
simple. The dimity had to be washed 
very carefully, you see, and her aunt took 
such pains with it that the rest of the 
laundry sufi^ered terribly, and Sabina 
complained, for she has lovely under- 
things, though her dresses are so severe. 

Then ever since Chloe told her that Anna 
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Stuyvesant noticed how neat her finger 
nails were when she passed the tea, Ma- 
mie spent altogether too much of her 
afternoon on her hands, and I am afraid 
she used my manicure set. No one could 
blame the girl for wanting to look nice 
when everybody praised her appearance 
so, and I understand perfectly that clean- 
ing rooms, particularly floors, is hard on 
the appearance. I understand because I 
had to do it over again after Mamie pre- 
tended to. 

On the other hand, I appreciate Sabi- 
na's point of view when she said that she 
didn't mind cold meat the first of the 
week, but that four times a week was a 
little too much, even if it did save Mamie 
from being overheated when she served 
the dinner. And though it cannot be de- 
nied that potatoes stain the fingers ter- 

[ 24] 
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ribly, still I think that Chloe is fonder 
of rice than most people, and, as Sabina 
says, she and I must leave some sensations 
for our Oriental tour. 

Then take that matter of the posing. I 
was glad to have Mamie get the five dol- 
lars, just as I am glad of all the tips she 
gets at week-ends, though I consider it im- 
settling for her when Satteriee Stuyvesant 
gives her two dollars just for luncheon and 
tea. Sabina says he really ought to give 
me something extra, for of coiu'se that 
poor child couldn't make mayonnaise, and 
she could never cut bread very thin, she 
was so afraid of her fingers. The days she 
had to pose, however, were Wednesday, 
Thursday, and Friday; and as Wednes- 
day is the day for cleaning the second 
floor, and Thiu^sday Mamie takes her af- 
ternoon out, and Friday there is quite a 
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Kttle extra to do getting ready for com- 
pany, it ate up the mornings terribly, 
though I understand that when the light 
is good an artist must snatch the oppor- 
timity. He sold the picture very well, 
too, and gave Chloe a studio tea, to cele- 
brate. I made over a little lace jacket 
that she picked up at a really ridiculous 
bargain in one of the horrid Sixth Ave- 
nue places, as she calls them, and Anna 
Stuyvesant gave her a Virot hat that cer- 
tainly suited her far better than it could 
ever have suited Mrs. Stuyvesant herself. 
I couldn't go; I was really too tired to 
bother with dressing, as any one wiU un- 
derstand who has ever chased a Great 
Dane half over the town and dried him 
and entertained him so that he won't roll 
in the road too soon afterward. He be- 
longs to Sabina and has won a prize at 
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the Madison Square Dog Show. I have 
often thought that Pluto was one of Sa- 
bina's chief reasons for coming into the 
country. A friend of hers kept him — for 
a watch-dog, the idea was — ^at some little 
village beyond Hariem, where Sabina 
could visit him often; but all he watched 
was the road to the station that Sabina 
came by, so the friend was quite willing 
to relinquish him. Sabina is terribly afraid 
somebody wiU steal him— he weighs one 
hundred and thirty-five pounds, and has 
a voice like a fog horn — and at least once 
a week I have to go out late at night to 
see if he is still in his house. Mr. Ogden 
washed him for me, very kindly — ^Pluto 
likes him better than the old darky who 
washes people's dogs. It is twenty-five 
cents a dog, but thirty-five for Pluto, be- 
cause of his size. Mr. Ogden did it out 
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of gratitude to me for having done 
Chloe's Angora eat the week before. That 
was done in com-meal and very fussy, 
and Diana of the Cross Ways dislikes it 
very much. She was given to Chloe by 
a very elderly admirer, and she used to 
spend most of her time at the Dog-and- 
Cat Hospital, at his expense, because the 
girls at Miss Martin's overfed her so. She 
has taken a great fancy to me, and seems 
to prefer me to Chloe, though she is so 
uncertam in her temper that no one knows 
how long the preference will last. The 
coimtry is very good for her, but she gets 
frightfully dirty and Chloe can't bear to 
rub in the com-meal. She offered to pay 
Mamie for doing it, but Mamie was 
afraid of cats, and wouldn't even feed her. 
And yet that is the only thing that Ma- 
mie ever deliberately refused to do. She 
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really had a very sweet disposition, and 

I never expect to be met at the door 

with a more eharmmg snule. She liked to 

sew, too, only she sewed very badly, and 

there would have been some satisfaction 

in seeing her with her sewing behind the 

vines on the side porch if she hadn't ruined 

everything she touched but dish-towels, 

and it was absurd to hem those by hand, 

with a sewing-machine m the house. 

Another friend of Chloe's, a woman 

who makes photographic studies — ^that 

dim, artistic kind that always pleases the 

sitters so much till their friends ask them 

who it is — ^made a big panel picture of 

Mamie, framed in vines on the side porch, 

and won a prize with it. The prize was 

twenty-five dollars, and she gave Mamie 

five. I advised the girl to put it in the 

bank, but I afterward foimd out that 
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she had bought ten copies of the art maga- 
zine in which the picture appeared and 
sent them to all her friends, and the post- 
age to Ireland was heavy. 

I never thought that was very good 
for Mamie, particularly after the photo- 
graphic woman posed her drawing out 
Sabina's breakfast chair and opening the 
door to an imaginary guest with the 
Dutch silver card tray that Mrs. Stuy- 
vesant lent us. The woman said she had 
an unconscious instinct for pose, but even 
Sabina, whose bargain includes, to use her 
words, immunity from domestic litigation, 
suggested that it would be preferable if 
she had a conscious instinct for book 
agents. That was what bothered Sabina 
most: the calm, decided manner that Ma- 
mie would assume when she turned away 

important contributors and illustrators 
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who might happen to have anything in 
their hands, and told book agents, who 
always have cards, of course, and nothing 
else if they are clever, " Oh, yes, sir," with 
the sweetest smile, "Miss S'bina's after 
lyin' down, but I'm shurre she'll be want- 
in' to see ye, if ye'll just step in, sir! " 

It was the affair of the Oakleigh sis- 
ters that definitely settled Sabina's point 
of view. Of course everybody knows now 
how clever they are, and how all the maga- 
zines are after them and what big prices 
they get, but very few people know that 
Sabina discovered them. She saw two 
drawings and a little story in some small, 
unimportant English paper that was left 
in the oflSce, and was much struck with 
them. So she wrote to M. M. and V. V. 
Oakleigh, asking them to send her some 
of their work, and showing how she ap- 
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predated it. They sent a handful of 
sketches and three good stories, and were 
so delighted with the cheek she sent them 
that they started for America directly. 
They came straight to us from the steam- 
er, and as I happened to pass them in the 
road — I was exercising Pluto — and took 
a long, interested look at them — ^without, 
of course, the least notion who they were 
— ^I am obliged to admit that they would 
strike anybody, in this country, at least, 
as a trifle odd. 

They were dressed in tan plaid ulsters, 
tan shoes, and large, floppy pictiu-e hats; 
Miss May Muriel was dragging every- 
thing she had ever written in a worn 
Gladstone bag, and Miss Vera Vane posi- 
tively staggered under an enormous port- 
folio. They gave a loud rap at the door 

and a long ring, and as Mamie was late 
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in changing her dress, and always con- 
sumed more time in the operation than 
any two of us, they did it again. This 
may have vexed Mamie, for the account 
given us by the Misses Oakleigh was cer- 
tainly not pleasant. They expected to 
throw themselves on Sabina's breast, you 
see, and they were bubbling over with 
gratitude and hope, and it must have been 
discouraging to be told that the ladies 
were lying down and couldn't be dis- 
turbed, that they had company to dinner 
and more for the evening, and that Pluto 
didn't care for strangers in the porch. 

So they went straight back to town, 
looked up the first publishing firm in the 
directory, which was Addison's, of course, 
and ofi'ered them everything. They sold 
the stories, illustrated, at an average cost 

of ten pounds apiece I 
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It was all explained afterward, but it 
was very hard for Sabina. 

This was partly Chloe's fault, for she 
very foolishly told Mamie that none of 
our callers would be likely to be carrying 
anything. She told us afterward she 
meant in the way of an agent's or ped- 
ler's satchel, and said she had expected 
Mamie to see what she meant and use her 
judgment — as if the girl could use what 
she never had! She told me, too, that a 
good servant intuitively distinguished be- 
tween classes, and would develop a sort 
of feeling as to who her employers' 
friends would be likely to be; but as Sa- 
bina remarked to me, no sort of feeling 
that she had ever developed had enabled 
her to decide of what class Chloe's next 
friend was likely to be, and she doubted 
if an alphabetically arranged list of them, 
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with descriptions annexed, would assist 
Mamie to anything but mania. Moreover, 
as a matter of fact, when some friend 
of Satterlee Stuyvesant's, who had met 
Chloe at a masquerade on the beach and 
seemed very much smitten, brought her 
a basket of fish — ^he looked, he admitted, 
rather disreputable, but he wanted her to 
get them fresh — ^Mamie scolded him for 
coming to the front door and said the 
ladies didn't want any fish to-day, any- 
way. 

Chloe felt very bad about it, of course, 
though it amused Mr. Stuyvesant exceed- 
ingly, and he told it every night that she 
dined with them until she confided to me 
that she sometimes felt that a great deal 
of money almost necessarily blimted one's 
sense of humor, which was a great deal 

for Chloe to say. 
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It didn't seem to me that this incident 
was so terribly prejudicial to Mamie — 
you see, I lived with Mamie all day long, 
and a thing like that could only happen 
once in a way — ^particularly as the yoimg 
gentleman who brought the fish took it 
very good-naturedly and told Satterlee 
that Miss Chloe and her maid were alto- 
gether too much for any one household 
and he could hardly make up his mind 
which to abduct. That seemed to show 
that he bore no ill will to Mamie. 

But I think it set Chloe against her, 
and she grew more critical from then on. 

" Which certainly proves that the girl 
is more than ordinarily stupid," she would 
say — ^as if the fact needed proof. I had 
to remind Chloe that when I first sug- 
gested that Mamie, though undeniably 

dimpled, didn't look to me over-bright, to 
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put it mildly, she had replied that what 
I thought was stupidity was only frank 
ignorance, and that such a width between 
the eyes was never found with mere vul- 
gar sharpness. She said, too, that it was 
much better to take an untrained girl and 
make her just what we wanted, than 
struggle against the bad habits other 
people had formed, though it might come 
a little harder on me in the beginning; 
and I must say other people of far more 
experience than Chloe had told me the 
same thing. The only trouble with that 
theory is that it leads you to suppose you 
can make anything you wish out of an 
untrained girl, and I can only say that I 
defy anybody to make anything but a 
photographic subject out of Mamie. 
Ever since the mint-sauce episode — ^but 

I find I can hardly write of it, even, with 
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composure. Sabina says I exaggerate it 
and that it was not so very dreadful, in 
fact, rather amusing. But Sabina is not 
the housekeeper of this family, and is 
thoroughly understood to have no respon- 
sibility beyond the share — the large share 
— of the expenses paid by her, Chloe has 
been very sweet about it and assures me 
that old Mr. Bullwinkle would probably 
have lost what little money she could 
have afforded to give him to invest, any- 
way — ^he is by no means infallible in the 
stock market. And he tired her to death, 
anyhow, she is good enough to add. 

But the fact remains that he is an epi- 
cure and very irritable in spite of his 
jovial laugh. And he had given her Diana 
of the Cross Ways. It was partly to see 
Diana that he came. He has paid so many 

of her board-bills that he has come to 
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value her, Sabina says. Anyway, I had 
spring lamb for him, and atrociously 
costly peas, and brandied peaches that 
Chloe's Kentucky aunt put up for us. 
Mamie's aunt came in to make the ice 
cream and oversee the meat, and as I al- 
ways do the salad and Sabina makes the 
coffee at the table, I really thought that 
Mamie might be trusted to attend to the 
mint sauce, if she put her mind entirely 
on it. In due time I smelled the vinegar 
heating and I had measured the sugar 
myself. 

We talked about Diana a great deal, 
naturally, and old Mr. Bullwinkle was 
very jocose when the lamb came on. 

"Everything reminds us of her lady- 
ship to-night," he said ; then, with a polite 
bow to me, " everything but the food, I 

am happy to sayl " And he poured a per- 
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feet flood of sauee on his lamb and on his 
peas and all over his plate generally, and 
remarked: "Many thanks, Hebe," to 
Mamie. He pom^ed so much that I didn't 
take any; Sabina never touches it, so Chloe 
took the rest. 

"Mint!" said Mr. BuUwinkle. "How 
fragrant the very word is! I have had a 
peculiar fondness for it from a boy. And 
this, I suppose, grows in your own gar- 
den, dear Miss Chloe?" 

It came from town, like everything 
else, of coiu*se, but Chloe began talking 
a lot of nonsense about getting up at 
dawn to pick it out of the brook for him, 
and just in the middle of the rigmarole 
she tasted her lamb, and gave the most 
awful look at me. 

"Mint!" said Mr. BuUwinkle again. 
"It's a poem, that word — hey. Miss 
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Chloe? " And he took a big piece of his 
lamb. Chloe turned perfectly white. 

" What is the matter, my dear? " Sa- 
bina asked calmly. 

"Take a drink, Mr. BuUwinklel" 
Chloe cried suddenly, "please take a 
drink— it's catnip!" 

" Chloe ! '' we begged, " what do 
you " 

"Mamie has made mint sauce out of 
the catnip Mr. Bullwinkle picked for Di- 
ana," said Chloe to me in a low, miserable 
sort of way. 

And she had. 

I have rarely seen Sabina come so near 

losing her self-control. Between her and 

Chloe, who was almost hysterical, it is not 

to be wondered at that a man of old Mr. 

Bullwinkle's calibre should have thought 

it was some horrid practical joke. I hate 
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to remember that evening, but every now 
and then I dream it all over again. 

So the next day I told Mamie she must 
go. She was very sweet about it and 
looked so pretty ; she agreed with me that 
she was very careless. 

"And if the lady sinds me anny of 
thim little kodak pictures, "m," will ye 
throuble to sind thim to me aunt's? " she 
asked me. 

She went out with a respectful bow, 
ideal to the last. 

But it has been a great lesson to me. 
It has taught me that the appearance of a 
house-maid, like that of a literary genius, 
is no indication of what she can accom- 
plish. 
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PART II 



MAY 

T HAVE not mentioned the day nursery 
"*' yet, because this is really the story of 
Chloe's life with us, though I cannot seem 
to keep other matters out of it, somehow. 
I am afraid this proves that I should 
never make a writer, for when I sit down 
with my big leather diary — ^the others 
think it is an expense book — and begin to 
analyze my heroine's character, before I 
have written five minutes I am absorbed 
in some petty housekeeping description. It 
is very annoying, and I sjonpathize fully 
with the man in David Copperfield who 
could not keep Charles the First's head 
out of his narrative. And yet everything 
seems to lead into these domestic details, 
and the events of our life here seem to be 
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very closely bound up in them. For in- 
stance, all the exciting happenings of this 
last month came from Chloe's spending 
that afternoon at the day nursery, and 
nothing else. 

It is not a large nursery, because 
it has not been established very long, and 
the parish that supports it is not wealthy, 
but it does a great deal of good, I am 
sure, and it is growing steadily, if slowly. 
I was not able to do much for them at 
first, Mamie took up so much of my time, 
but I managed to look in once a day and 
relieve the matron there. So they got in 
the way of expecting me especially on 
Fridays, when the matron meets with the 
committee. I am on the conmiittee, of 
course, but I always get a little nervous, 
there is so much discussion, and somebody 
can always tell me what they decided 
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afterward; so I go in and attend to the 
children while they meet upstairs. 

The Friday after Mamie left, I had 
to stay in to help her amit, who was 
tiding us over what we hoped would be 
a short interval, and Chloe very kindly 
volimteered to amuse the children in my 
place, for the hour of the meeting. It was 
really kind, because though Chloe is very 
fond of clever, pretty children, with their 
hair cut like the princes in the tower, she 
does not care much for the comparatively 
unattractive ones in the day nursery. She 
likes little darkies and Japanese babies, 
too, but unfortimately we have none of 
these. 

I remember I was icing some little 
cakes when the telephone bell rang 
sharply and I dropped everything to 
answer it. One of the great advantages 
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of being a business woman is the quick- 
ness with which one becomes acclimated to 
the telephone, so to speak. In Sabina's 
office it tinkles continually, and she hardly 
notices it, but I can never outgrow the 
fear that something sudden has happened, 
when it calls. As I took down the little 
black tube, Chloe's voice jumped out at 
me: "Hello! Would you take a woman 
with a baby? Probably not. Only I 
thought I'd tell you." 

" Take her? In the nursery, do you 
mean? We couldn't take the woman," 
said I. 

" No, no; I mean for the house! She's 

a working housekeeper and she can do 

the marketing, but she doesn't cost any 

more on account of the child. It's very 

quiet. If you don't want her, she's going 

immediately to old Mr. Aspinwall, but 
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the matron says she wants to give you 
the first chance, if you do. She knows all 
about her.'' 

" But — ^but — ^I wouldn't dare — how 
could we manage a child? I don't think 
Sabina would like it. ... I should have 
to know what — ^what is her name? " I 
stammered. 

" You are too ridiculous," said Chloe. 
What difference does her name make ? If 
you don't want her, say so. It is Mrs. 
Heidrich. The matron heard that we had 
no maid — ^that is, I told her, myself — 
and Mrs. Heidrich had just come to leave 
the baby and ask about a place. It's the 
matron's suggestion." 

" But— but a baby— O, Chloe, I don't 
think we ought to ! " I cried. 

" It's not such a baby, it's three," she 
answered, "but no doubt you're right. 
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It's very gentle and not a bit mischievous, 
she says. She would bring it here to the 
nursery for Saturdays, and Sundays a 
friend of hers would take care of it, and 
you see those are the only important days, 
for it goes to bed at six. Of coiurse if it 
weren't for that, the whole arrangement 
would be impossible. Sabina would never 
stand it. But in that way she need never 
see it, practically. Still, as you say, it's a 
great risk." 

It was probably the prospect of the 
marketing that did it. 

"Chloe," I said solemnly, "in your 
judgment " 

" Oh, heavens," she interrupted, " my 
judgmentl" 

So Mrs. Heidrich came, and though 
she seemed to me from the first moment 
unlikely to prove a very accurate working 
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housekeeper, she was so lackadaisical and 
easy going in her manner, still she seemed 
to know her business, and it was a relief 
to hear that she had taken the entire 
charge of an invalid lady's family for a 
year. 

" Then you would not find our work 
so very difficult, probably," I said, " for 
of course I expect to take a certain 
amoimt of responsibility myself." 

I shall not soon forget the effect of 
Mrs. Heidrich's peculiar laugh as I heard 
it for the first time. It never ceased to 
impress me to a certain extent, though I 
heard it a dozen times a day, afterward. 

• 

It was nervous and apologetic and pat- 
ronizing, all in one, and I have never 
heard its equal off the stage. 

" You must excuse me. Miss — er — I 

didn't catch the name, please? " she said, 

[51 ] 



THE DOMESTIC ADVENTURERS 

" but I can't help laughing when I think 
of you calling your work difficult, and 
me a married woman with a house of my 
own for six years ! " 

" But the care of a child ..." I sug- 
gested. 

" Now don't you put an atom of worry 

on that matter," she said ; " that child's no 

more care than a kitten — ^you'll never know 

there's one in the house, not hardly. And 

the other two ladies, certainly not. Why 

that invalid lady I was telling you about 

she used to say to me, * Where do you 

keep that child, anyway? Is it a wax 

doU? ' " 

' This was certainly reassuring, and to 

tell the truth I didn't mind so much 

having the child. I am fond of children, 

and a quiet little girl, no more trouble 

than a kitten, one might do quite a little 
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for, I thought. Mr. Van Ness, who had 
dropped in to call — ^he had driven up 
from town to spend Sunday with his 
sister in Greenwich — smiled his dignified 
smile and shook his handsome gray head 
at me. 

" It is useless to act so apprehensive, 
my dear lady,"" he said. "Even the 
stranger within your gates can see that 
your fingers are itching to curl that 
child's hair and adorn her with bows 
generally!" 

You see, we had always thought it 
would be a little girl, I suppose because 
of the gentleness and quietness of its 
reputation, and it was a dreadful shock 
to see a sandy-haired small boy. Math his 
thimib in his mouth and a very injured 
expression, sidling along beside Mrs. 

Heidrich when she appeared Monday 
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morning. I was so disappointed tihat I 
am afraid I did not conceal it very 
well when I explained my mistake to 
her. She laughed her strange, artificial 
laugh. 

"Well, now, that's too bad,'* she said 
sympathetically; " it reely is. I only wish 
I could change to oblige you, for boys 
are the dickens to raise, and you can count 
on gittin' something out of a girl, any- 
way, if it's only to save your steps. But 
if you'll excuse me, isn't that just the 
notion you'd expect from an immarried 
lady, now? They're always taking ideas, 
if you see what I mean." 

"What is his name?" I asked ab- 
ruptly. 

" Solly," she said, " and mine is Tina, 
but they usually call me May — Tina 
May." 
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She disappeared upstairs with Solly 
and came down a few minutes later with- 
out him, and candor compels me to state 
that no wax doll could have surpassed 
him in soundlessness. Indeed, when I 
realized that no one could blame any doll 
for falling over with a crash after sit- 
ting still for three hours, and that Solly 
had not done this, I began to grow a 
little nervous, and mounted the stairs to 
behold him perched on a chair staring 
fixedly into the mirror over his mother's 
bureau. 

Not that Solly was vain ; I do not think 
his worst enemy could have accused him 
of that, and certainly he had less cause 
for vanity than most people. It was 
merely that his mother had placed him in 
that position, and from the knowledge of 

his character subsequently gained by me 
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I infer that he would have continued to 
sit thus, immovable as an idol, till the 
trump of Judgment, if she had not come 
to remove him before then. I admit that 
it was imreasonable in me to have allowed 
myself to worry about Solly's quietude, 
since it was the express condition on 
which he was allowed to come; neverthe- 
less I did. 

"Do you think," I said to May — ^we 
could not manage " Tina '' — " that it is 
healthful for a child to sit so still? 
Oughtn't he to be running about out-of- 
doors? " 

This amused her immensely. 

" Well, that's the first time I ever heard 
any complaints of a young one for bein' 
too well behaved!" she said good-nat- 
uredly. " But it's always so with single 

ladies; they're forever workin' them- 
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selves up over the young ones more 
than those that have 'eml Haven't you 
noticed it? " 

I have never been able to decide 
whether May was as ingenuous as she 
looked or whether these remarks were 
part of a deep-laid plan to keep me out 
of her way. In the latter case she certainly 
succeeded; how I used to long to be 
married — or to have been married — so 
that I could have had some basis on which 
to meet her statements! 

Take the matter of Solly, for instance. 
It could not have been wise to allow a 
child of his age to eat crackers and fruit 
continually ; as Mr. Van Ness put it, very 
satisfactorily, I thought, the most ele- 
mentary knowledge of the construction 
and capacity of the human stomach re- 
futes all the pretensions of matrimony as 
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such, no matter how thoroughly or fre- 
quently experienced. 

It was the effort of my life, at that 
time, to keep Solly and Mr. Van Ness 
apart, and so, somewhat naturally, I 
suppose, I got to connect them hope- 
lessly in my mind — I do to this day, 
though I suppose no two persons on 
the face of the earth were ever more 
imlike. 

Mr. Van Ness has been taking Chloe 
out in the country on long drives a great 
deal of late, and we are beginning to feel 
that he may be the one, after all. I re- 
member now that we often spoke of it, 
Sabina and I, when he met Chloe, a year 
ago. He had come to see Sabina with his 
sister, a society woman, who wanted to 
have some articles written about a pet 

charity of hers; it was a boarding-house 
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for neglected birds, or something like 
that, and she hoped the Magazine would 
take the matter up. 

He looked like some illustration for a 
modern i^tory; I had no idea any one's 
clothes could fit so well outside the tailors' 
pictures. His hair is very striking and he 
is just a little portly, as a successful 
broker ought to be, Sabina says; Chloe 
was much impressed by him. We de- 
cided that the impression was mutual, 
when, after hearing that Chloe was 
almost always with us on Friday even- 
ings, he appeared on the very next 
Friday with an invitation for Sabina to 
come to a luncheon at his sister's and meet 
some influential women about the neg- 
lected birds' boarding-house. Sabina is 
not given to match-making for Chloe, but 

she admitted that everything considered, 

[59] 



THE DOMESTIC ADVENTURERS 

especially the United States mail facil- 
ities, it was rather marked. 

He even tmned up at his sister's after 
the Imicheon, which was very mixed and 
expensive and amusing, and asked Sabina 
if her vivacious young friend was well, 
and after Sabina had assured him of the 
state of Chloe's health, which is always 
perfect, she decided that the least she 
could do was to ask him to call — Miss 
Martin's is no place to invite any one to 
visit, except on business. 

So he has been coming, off and on, 

since then, and Chloe has always been 

very charming, but nothing seems to have 

come of it. Of coiu'se, he is too old for 

her, for he must be fifty, and that is nearly 

twice her age, but in Chloe's case there is 

a great deal to be considered. She has 

been so much with very wealthy people 
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that her tastes and habits have grown 
frightfully expensive; and then she has 
always been petted so much that even 
young people indulge her and treat her 
just as Mr. Van Ness does, so I really 
doubt if she sees much difference between 
his age and Mr. Ogden's. 

He was very much entertained by my 
efforts to drive Solly out-doors to play — 
I simply could not go about my business 
feeling that somewhere above my head 
that soiled and silent little boy was sitting 
eating, eating steadily, in one fixed place 
— and at the same time keep him from 
the sight of chance callers in the after- 
noon. And though he concealed it per- 
fectly, in what Chloe calls his graven- 
image manner, I am sure he must have 
been vastly amused at the event of the 

luncheon to which he was invited together 
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with the Stuyvesants. Chloe thought we 
had better entertain them at one time, 
and though I did not think so, Sabina 
pointed out that she probably wanted to 
show him to Anna and Satterlee, and 
when I remembered that it would only be 
a question of a few more mushrooms and 
strawberries — ^May used to make the 
most delicious fruit ice-cream imaginable 
— ^and then they would both be off our 
minds, I agreed. We had Mamie's aunt 
in to help; and though May was terribly 
procrastinating and used to leave every- 
thing till the very last minute, and then 
do the things in the untidiest fashion pos- 
sible, advising me not to worry, because 
a married woman with experience was not 
likely to be rattled, as she put it, by 
having to hurry a little, she really knew 

how to cook, and used to bring good 
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results out of all her heart-breaking dis- 
order. So I wasn't too bothered over the 
dinner, particularly as it was the ex- 
pensive things that May did best; she 
never took much interest in what Chloe 
describes as our quiet and retrenching 
dishes. 

" Since you're all alone for luncheon 
I'll scramble you a couple of eggs," she 
used to say to me; "a lady, as you're 
placed, don't care for much at noon when 
she's alone, usually.'* 

Now I happen to have a reasonably 
good appetite, and I suppose I might 
have been allowed to gratify it if I had 
been married; as it was, I used to accept 
the eggs and practise scathing remarks 
to myself. 

But May was far too hospitable and too 

frankly interested in Mr. Van Ness to 
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wish to avoid any painstaking on his ac- 
count, and I am convinced that it was 
solely in order to outdo herself on some 
soft-shelled crabs for him that she asked 
me to attend to the marketing for her and 
smuggled Solly upstairs, though it was 
his day for the niu^ery, and Sabina was 
in the house, a combination of circtim- 
stances which I had vowed should never 
find him on the premises. As a matter of 
fact the annoyances I had foreseen had 
never occurred, as far as Solly was con- 
cerned, and beyond advising me to let 
him alone, Sabina had never mentioned 
him. 

Now by failing to send him with me 
when I went to the village, May lost her 
opportunity to get Solly to the nursery, 
and I forgot him completely. Anybody 
would have. Sabina maintains that no 
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one who encountered him as she did could 
ever forget him, no matter how preoc- 
cupied she might afterward become; but 
then, few people would be likely to en- 
coimter Solly as she did. For Sabina, 
sweeping into her seat at luncheon — our 
dining chairs are enormous: Mrs. Stuy- 
vesant got them for her coimtry house 
and didn't like them — sat down with great 
dignity upon Solly, who for some inex- 
plicable reason had fallen asleep there. 

I have never known Sabina to be so im- 
strung but once, when the ceiling of the 
bath room above us fell down and the 
water poured over her. But terrible and 
unexpected as that catastrophe was, she 
says it was on the whole less destructive to 
her nervous tissue than the one I have just 
mentioned. She shrieked and turned per- 
fectly white and her clams fell into her 
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lap. Everybody rushed to her and she 
staggered up, positively trembling with 
horror. 

"What — what — oh, teU mel'' she 
gasped, pointing behind her. Sabina 
weighs more than she would like me to 
state here, though it is really very be- 
coming to her. 

"It's SoUyl" I whispered, and Chloe 
says that only then and only for a mo- 
ment Mr. Van Ness's mouth twitched. 
All through the luncheon, though Anna 
Stuyvesant was positively incoherent and 
Satterlee exploded from time to time with- 
out the least apology, Mr. Van Ness was 
as dignified and imperturbable as though 
he had been quite accustomed to observe 
his hostess leap up from a prostrate infant 
in disgraceful trousers and order it, 

snuffling, from the room. 
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May seized Solly at the door and shut 
him, Chloe says, in the coal cellar; at that 
time I didn't care what she did with him. 
Sabina assured me afterward that only 
ihe most extraordinary self-restraint kept 
her from rushing upstairs and taking a 
bath immediately. I know that for days 
afterward she never sat down without 
glancing behind her. 

Chloe and I tried to comfort her, later, 
by telling her how immensely handsome 
she looked all the afternoon, with her 
eyes snapping with excitement and her 
cheeks positively crimson, but she only 
shook her head. 

I supposed of course that May would 
have to go after that, but to my surprise 
Sabina said no, not on her accoimt. She 
was ashamed, she told me, of having 
shown so little self-control at luncheon 
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and she wanted to leam to contemplate 
Solly without a shudder. But I think 
there were other reasons, among them the 
fact that May had taken a great fancy 
to Pluto and took the most beautiful care 
of him. She foimd time to brush him 
every morning till his brindled coat shone 
like copper, and she boiled a bone with 
his dog biscuit and made him fresh corn- 
meal mush every day, which was very 
good for him. She gave him his bath, too ; 
and though she neglected the dining- 
room when she did it — it was the day for 
cleaning that room that she selected for 
his bath — I never spoke of it, because I 
knew Sabina was so pleased with Pluto. 
If she had taken half the care of Solly 
that she lavished on the dog, it would 
have been more to the purpose, in my 

opinion, and I asked her once how it was 
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that while she was so careful of the 
quantity and variety, not to say the regu- 
larity, of Pluto's meals, she was so indif- 
ferent to these matters in her son's case. 

To this she returned that Solly's father 
had been such a dreadful dyspeptic that 
any attempt to regulate his progeny's 
diet was worse than useless, and before I 
had recovered from the effect of this 
startling commxmication, she added that 
it took those that loved animals to under- 
stand them and she had noticed that 
married persons with children of their 
own seemed to do better with dumb beasts 
than those who in the nature of things 
could have had no experience! 

If ever I should marry I want Sabina 

to understand that it is Tina May Heid- 

rich who will have driven me to it. 

I am beginning to think that I am 
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quite as likely to many, for that matter, 
as Chloe. I do not understand the girl at 
all. She cannot be said to be indifferent 
to either of her two suitors, for she takes 
a great deal of pains to entertain them, 
dresses her prettiest for them, repeats 
their remarks most appreciatively to us, 
and acts generally as — ^well, to tell the 
truth, she acts just as she has been acting 
with all her admirers ever since she came 
to New York. That is to say, she refuses 
to admit that there is anything serious in 
what we think ought to be regarded as a 
real crisis in her life. Indeed she has 
always amused herself by pretending that 
Mr. Ogden is desperately in love with me, 
possibly because, she says, of my shame- 
lessly displayed fondness for him, and 
that both Mr. Van Ness and his sister are 

systematically pursuing Sabina! "Your 
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elderly charmer " she calls him, when he 
brings Sabina some strange and hideously 
expensive orchids. He is certainly a model 
of decorum; he never presents Chloe with 
an enormous box of chocolates without 
bringing me an exquisite little hamper of 
fruit and Sabina some flowers. He has 
never asked Chloe anywhere alone, and 
as I feel myself quite incapable of en- 
tertaining him, Sabina goes with them on 
Saturdays, sitting in the back seat of his 
high, gorgeous English cart, with Pluto, 
who loves driving. That is, she sits there 
half of the time. On the return trip Mr. 
Van Ness gravely invites her up beside 
him, and Chloe chuckles behind with Plu- 
to. It is a very fortunate thing for Chloe 
that Mr. Van Ness prefers driving a pair 
to motoring, for Sabina has never cared 

for motor cars, and I am afraid that even 
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her real interest in Chloe's future would 
not drag her out in one for an entire 
afternoon almost every week. 

It was while they were on one of those 
excursions that the dreadful thing hap- 
pened, the results of which are still hang- 
ing over us. And yet we acted from the 
kindest motives, Mr. Ogden and I. It was 
particularly kind of Mr. Ogden, for what 
was Solly to him, and how many young 
men would have thought of an imattrac- 
tive child's pleasure when he had just been 
disappointed in his own ? He came hoping 
we would all go with him to a funny little 
country circus that afternoon. It seems 
that he had spoken of it to Chloe the week 
before and she had all but accepted, and 
then had either forgotten it or deliber- 
ately preferred to go with Mr. Van Ness, 

She is capable of either course, 
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He had bought the tickets and was 
really quite disappointed. I had to tell 
him where she had gone. He took it very 
quietly, however, and said that it was 
probably a misunderstanding on his part. 
Then his eyes fell on Solly, who was sit- 
ting in his little chair in the side yard 
staring heavily at nothing; I had insisted 
on his playing out-of-doors, and he re- 
warded my solicitude by acting like a par- 
ticularly stupid martyr. 

" See here," Mr. Ogden said with a 
rather touching effort at light-hearted- 
ness, " let us go, you and I, and take that 
forsaken-looking child 1 Did he ever en- 
joy himself? I'd like to give him some- 
thing he never had before. What do you 
say? There's a menagerie.^ 

Now it is Chloe who loves the small 

circuses; I find the board seats rather 
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trying, and tiie performers always seem 
a little sad to me, somehow, when one 
sees them at such close range. But I 
thought it was tremendously considerate 
of Mr. Ogden, in more than one way ; not 
to give the whole thing up, as a matter 
of course, because Chloe could not go, 
certainly showed thoughtfulness of my 
feelings, and to be willing to appear in 
public with Solly's trousers was pure al- 
truism. I, too, felt it would be pleasant 
to give Solly something he had never had 
before. 

And we did. We gave him the measles. 
Foiu* days after he had exposed us all, 
he came down with them, and then I 
found out that the marked increase of 
snuflBing, which May had assured me was 
merely a legacy — ^his only one — from a 
father afflicted with hay fever, had really 
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been a portent. When I demanded of her, 
somewhat acidly, I fear, how she ac- 
counted for the failure of a married 
woman with children of her own to grasp 
instinctively the symptoms of so normal a 
childish malady, she was for once in our 
acquaintance without an answer. 

The days that followed seem to me now 
to have been a kind of carbolic-scented 
nightmare. Neither Sabina nor Chloe 
have ever had the measles, and it was ex- 
actly like May not to have had them, 
either. She admitted that she had a weak 
throat and a high susceptibility to any 
disease and had the assurance to add that 
her chief reason for denying Solly the 
pleasiu-es of the theatre and circus had 
always been the fear of precisely what 
had happened. It was maddening. 

Sabina, after one day of it — I had 
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hung the halls with carbolic-sponged 
sheets — packed her steamer trunk and 
fled to town; she said if it had been any- 
one but Solly she could have stayed, but 
she felt that she should take anything 
from him. Chloe could not, of course, go 
back to Miss Martin's, and it was gradua- 
tion week and Miss Martin was very cross 
about it. Chloe very nearly sulked about 
the house ; it was hard for her, I know, and 
nobody came to see us, for Mr. Ogden, 
who felt terribly about it, had taken the 
measles himself, and was laid up in town 
with a nurse. 

I took care of Solly, because I have had 
every disease a child could possibly have, 
and May was really more useful in the 
kitchen. She used to stand on the lower 
porch and ask me as I stood in the win- 
dow how Solly was getting on, explain 
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to me how she was so sympathetic that 
nursing made her too faint to be of any 
use — and then go into the yard and 
anoint the bad spot on Pluto's leg with 
carbolated vaseline and coax him into eat- 
ing sulphiu* 1 1 had my meals sent up, and 
as Solly refused to touch food imless I 
ate exactly what and when he did, they 
were not very exciting. He was not hard 
to take care of otherwise, he was such a 
quiet little fellow, and of course, imder 
the circimistances, to nurse him was my 
plain duty; but I should never have 
supposed that I could take so little in- 
terest in any child; he was positively 
depressing. 

I was quite disappointed that Mr. Van 
Ness did not improve his opportimity a 
little more. That is, I tried to be, because 
Sabina felt that it was so much to Chloe's 
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best interests to be settled so charmingly. 
His smile is certainly delightful, and he 
and Chloe have so many tastes in common 
that, after all, the difference in age is not 
such a barrier. Men, I know, are much 
yoimger than women at the same age, and 
it is not as if Chloe were a school-girL 
She does not talk any more about being 
"almost thirty," as she used to three 
years ago— at twenty-nine it is too nearly 
true. 

The last time they got back from their 
drive and we told them about Solly and 
the circus, I saw her eyes travel swiftly 
from Mr. Van Ness, high on the box, 
irreproachable from his whip lash to his 
gaiters, to Mr. Ogden, a little rumpled, 
chattering in his nonsensical way and 
smelling, I am afraid, of peanuts. She 

glanced back and forth, with such a curi- 
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ous expression, from one to the other — 
I wondered if Mr. Van Ness had asked 
her on the drive. Afterward I decided he 
had not, or if he had that she must have 
refused him, for during all the time we 
were shut in he never came to call. 

Exercise out-of-doors would have been 
the best thing for Chloe and there was 
practically no danger, for she had 
nothing to do with me or Solly and sat 
on the porch most of the time, reading; 
so the way would have been perfectly 
clear for Mr. Van Ness, if his sense of 
decorum had not been so insurmountable. 
I must say I grew a little impatient. I 
wanted to get it over, and Pluto could 
have chaperoned them — ^in the coimtryl 
But beyond the politest note and a beauti- 
ful basket of fruit later, we never heard 
from him. 
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Poor Mr, Ogden used to send us the 
most amusing little letters almost every 
day. As he dictated them to his nurse, 
they couldn't very well be particularly 
private or tender in their natiu-e, so they 
were written to both of us ; I thought the 
bits especially for Chloe were very clev- 
erly worded, but she didn't or wouldn't 
notice them. She said she thought it a 
little silly in a man of thirty to have the 
measles, which was certainly unreason- 
able, I should have liked to retort that it 
was sillier in a man of fifty to be afraid 
of them, which was a perfectly possible 
method of accounting for Mr. Van Ness's 
behavior, but I didn't — I knew she was 
thinking of it. 

I had never paid very much attention to 
May's criticisms on my care of Solly, as 
they seemed to be based entirely on the 
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experience of a sister of hers who had lost 
four children under ten, all intrusted to 
her exclusive care at the time of their 
death. It seemed to me that in view of 
these facts almost any one, no matter how 
immamed, was justified in ignoring ad- 
vice from such a source, and May's placid 
acceptance of the separation from her 
offspring had led me to believe that her 
various complaints were entirely formal 
and perfunctory. 

Imagine my feelings, therefore, the 
day that I went in for my early morning 
look at my patient, then on the mend and 
a little fractious, to find him gone! Down 
to his last little boiled and disinfected 
night shirt, every vestige of Solly had 
departed, and on the pillow where I had 
last seen his dejected sandy head I found 
only this note: 
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To the Ladies: 

I don^t doubt you were trjring your best but a 
married woman knows what is wrong, and as I 
told you my sister buried four. It is terrible so 
much carbollic and better for dogs. I can^t bear 
to see all the visitors gone and knowing well the 
reason, though you cannot say I blamed you at 
the time but he was not used to peanuts. It 
is not Miss Cloey^s fault but I would not spoil 
her chances for worlds, and if others had exper- 
riance they would know it is not wise to wait to 
long. I am not a homypath nor any of my fam- 
ily ever and the medecine is not strong enough, 
and no child should be drove out of the house all 
day. Give Plutow one tablespoon sulpher every 
other day for two times more, and I remain your 

respectfully 

Tina May Heidrich. 

P. S. — I am going to marry a gentleman 

whose cousin is a doctor so Solly will get the 

propper care, and I am sorry about no notice, 

but I know what ideas single ladies have and this 

is the easyest way to take him, they will not know 

about his measels where I am taking him so there 

will be no trouble. 

Mas. Heidrich. 
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I sent this note to the boarding-house 
and Sabina wrote me from the office on 
a postal card: 

Home in a day or two; use formaldehyde; ap- 
parently experience is not the best teacher, so do 
not get another married one. ^ . 

But of course I went for Mamie's 
aunt. 
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MARY 

CHLOE looked solemnly at me with 
May's letter in her hand. 

" I want it distinctly imderstood," she 
said decisively, " that from this day on I 
am dimib — dmnb as a deaf-mute, on the 
servant question. If I should hear of an 
angel out of heaven who was simply 
pining away to come and work for us, 
I should never mention the fact to 
you. Let Sabina make some suggestions 
— she seems to know so well what not 
to get!'' 

But Sabina's "immimity from domes- 
tic litigation " was too definite a clause in 
our arrangements to be overlooked. Be- 
sides this, she has been, if anything, less 

interested than ever in our little house- 
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hold crises since she came back. She was 
very busy in the office, and at our old 
boarding-house, of course, there was 
never a hint of any sort of friction, and 
I suppose she readily got back into the 
way of taking everything convenient for 
granted. I cannot help remarking the dif- 
ference that has crept into our points of 
view since I took up housekeeping : May's 
letter, which represented to me the enor- 
mity of leaving without notice and the 
ingratitude of an ignorant person, ap- 
peals to Sabina chiefly as a humorous 
literary production. She admits this, and 
says that I lack the necessary perspective 
for properly appreciating the incident — 
but how am I to get the perspective while 
I am wrestling with the problem? It 
occurs to me that this may explain the 

lack of humor of which my sex is accused. 
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Sabina suggested Chloe's showing the 
letter to Mr. Van Ness, but Chloe re- 
fused. I thmk she was aUowing him to 
see that she resented his leaving us alone 
so long, for when he appeared again, a 
few days after the house was in order and 
the disinfectants had nearly faded away, 
she stayed at home with Mr. Ogden, who 
had come the same day, rather tottery 
but jolly as ever, and seemed quite 
shocked when Mr. Van Ness suggested 

« 

that she should come out to a little spin 
nevertheless— as if she had not done it 
more than once before! Sabina was quite 
cross with her and told me afterward 
that Chloe acted viciously and didn't de- 
serve either of them. She said Pluto was 
counting on the drive. 

However, I was glad at the time that 

they didn't go; though heaven knows I 
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have repented it often enough during this 
last month, for if I had been left alone 
to entertain Mr. Ogden, I should have 
taken no special notice of his ideas on 
the solution of the domestic service 
problem, whereas Chloe took them seri- 
ously enough to — ^but no one could have 
blamed her, the coincidence was so ex- 
traordinary. 

For reasons best known to herself she 
practically ignored Mr. Van Ness that 
day, and sat with Mr. Ogden (she calls 
him " your yoimg friend," with an enig- 
matical glance at me), making our ex- 
periences with May soimd so amusing 
that I began to think Sabina was right 
and that I had lost my perspective. Still, 
they had neither of them shared Solly's 
broth and cereals for a week ! 

" And I hope we all see now,'* she con- 
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eluded, looking straight over my head, 
" what I suspected from the begimiing 
— ^that an American is simply impossible. 
You see, we have no servant class. It 
must be foreigners — or monkeys." 

Mr. Van Ness, who was sitting by Sa- 
bina, caught this and nodded. 

" Quite right," he said, " that's what 
my sister says. Monkeys. And when you 
see her new Japanese butler you will think 
she has one." 

This he addressed to all of us, with his 
usual politeness, but for the moment I 
was cross enough at Chloe to hope she 
would never see that butler. " What she 
had always suspected," indeed 1 I im- 
mediately lost my perspective again. I 
am sure of this, because if I had kept it 
I should have laughed at Mr. Ogden's 

next speech, instead of agreeing with him, 
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which I did, I am afraid, chiefly because 

it contradicted Chloe, just as he made it, 

I am equally afraid, to contradict Mr, 

Van Ness. 

" It seems to me you're on the wrong 

tack," he said, "because, as fast as the 

foreigners get to amount to anything, 

they quit the servant class and go into 

something better, don't they? On that 

basis the monkeys would very soon evo- 

lute into foreigners, you see, and what 

would be left? My mother says that we 

must get back to the old * hired help ' : 

social equals, you know, or nearly so, and 

make 'em see the dignity of labor, and 

all that. She comes out strong on it — ^you 

ought to hear her! Now I should think, 

if you ask me " 

None of us had asked him, of course ; 

why on earth should we? But that is a 
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remark very characteristic of Mr. Ogden, 
and he always goes on without waiting 
for the least encouragement. 

" If you ask me'' he repeated, 

"that what you ladies want is a some- 
what exceptional kind of person. Some- 
body who is really fond of house work, 
you know " (oh, why didn't we stop him?) 
" and isn't doing it just because she hasn't 
the sense — or the nerve — to do anything 
else. There must be women left, intel- 
ligent women, who like that sort of work 
— ^women used to." 

Of course the proper thing to have said 
to this didactic young man at this point 
was, " How do you know they used to? " 
But nobody did. Mr. Van Ness paid no 
attention whatever to him, which was his 
usual course, and Sabina politely followed 
Mr. Van Ness's lead, which was her 
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usual course. At that very moment, in- 
deed, it occurred to me with renewed 
force that Sabina and I were both of us 
wasting a great deal of time and attention 
on that graceless Chloe and her lovers, 
and that she would probably have settled 
her affairs much more promptly if she 
had not been able to depend upon us to 
repair her alternate neglect and favor- 
itism. But I listened, polite as Sabina 
at the other end of the room, to Mr. 
Ogden. 

" There must be somebody," he went 
on, "who is tired of trying to make a 
living at other work, where the com- 
petition is frightful, who would be glad 
of a good home, and who would have 
brains enough to treat the work scien- 
tifically, you know, and — oh, well, the 
way you would yourself. It must be 
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a lot healthier than working in a fac- 
tory." 

"Are you acquainted with many of 
these persons you describe so feelingly? " 
said I. 

I saw that he was looking at Chloe and 
followed his eyes. She had all the appear- 
ance of a child that tries not to talk during 
a church service: short of holding her 
tongue with her fingers, she was a panto- 
mime of determined silence. 

"What is it?" I asked. 

Her eyes sparkled, but she shook her 
head. "I — oh, it is too ridiculous I" she 
burst out at last. 

" Perhaps you know of one of these 
fictions of Mr. Ogden's brain? " I sug- 
gested. 

" She's not a fiction — ^but I shall never 

tell you ! " she declared. 
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"CWoe," I said severely, "don't be 
childish. If you really know of any- 
body " 

" I swear to you that I should never 
have mentioned her if he hadn't described 
her/' she assured me solemnly, "never! 
She is just like that — she was in college, 
a sophomore, and her eyes gave out and 
the doctor said housework would be the 
best thing for her. Editha Evans wrote 
me about her — I got the letter this morn- 
ing. She was our senior president, you 
know, and she's teaching up there now. 
She's just as managing as ever, and the 
girl was in her classes, and she's telling 
every one she knows about her so they can 
find her a place. She's a poor girl and very 
plain, Editha says, but she always had 
high marks. She wouldn't expect to eat 

at the table." 
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"There, now I'' cried Mr. Ogden tri- 
umphantly, "what did I tell you? Ex- 
actly what you want! " 

I looked at him scornfully. 

" Has she any other qualifications be- 
sides weak eyes and high marks? " I in- 
quired. 

" She has had two terms at a cooking- 
school," said Chloe defiantly, " and she's 
going to study Domestic Science — ^what- 
ever that is — when she gets money 
enough. She is extremely sensible, Editha 
says. Of course she won't wash — she isn't 
strong enough." 

Sabina caught this last sentence and 
looked despairingly at me. She says that 
between Chloe's amusing monologues on 
the subject and my serious problems we 
are growing into a household of one topic. 
I met her look firmly. 
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" Sabina/' I said, " what would you 
think of an educated cook, of a waitress 
that had been to college, of a chamber- 
maid that wins high marks? " 

" In my own experience," replied Sa- 
bina with her most business-like air, " I 
have never found the situation where 
brains, supplemented by training, failed 
to tell. I cannot see why the labor of a 
household should form an exception to 
this rule/' 

So Mary Bostwick came. She came 
with an immense box of books, a small 
cast of the Winged Victory wrapped 
in a couch pillow and a combination of 
pulleys and elastic ropes quite unknown 
to me. 

" Have you any objection to my at- 
taching this to my bedroom door? " she 

inquired of me, in a manner so imper- 
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sonal that Sabina's ojSice tones, compared 
with it, seemed warm and intimate. 

" No, indeed, Mary," I hastened to as- 
sure her. I supposed vaguely that it must 
have something to do with the study of 
Domestic Science, and it was some time 
before I learned to connect it with the 
mysterious groanings and creakings of 
what might have been a fatigued lawn 
mower that waked me with a disgusting 
regularity every morning. Though every 
evidence of my senses pointed to the 
sounds coming from over my bed, I re- 
fused to believe this for some time, it 
seemed so unreasonable, and it was in the 
utmost innocence that I inquired of Mary 
if she had been disturbed by them. She 
flushed a dark brick-red and pressed her 
lips very thinly together. 

" It is my chest weights," she said, " I 
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am sorry they annoy you. I ought to 
use them night and morning for fifteen 
minutes, but of course I will stop it 
immediately." 

And equally of course she didn't. It 
was bad enough to have hurt her feelings 
so terribly, without injuring her health; 
and I accustomed myself to the weights, 
which I privately oiled, long before I 
grew used to Mary's feelings, which I 
had no means of oiling, unfortunately. 

I have never known any one who had 
so many feelings. Sabina accuses me of 
directing the table conversation with a 
view to Mary's feelings, exclusively. 
While this is hardly true, I admit that I 
have sometimes felt obliged to steer Chloe 
and Mr. Ogden away from certain sub- 
jects: why, for instance, should they se- 
lect a piazza luncheon, with Mary run- 
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ning back and forth every minute, to 
discuss the uselessness of a college educa- 
tion for a woman who does not expect to 
earn her living by it? Mr. Ogden's de- 
scriptions of blue-stockings kept me on 
pins and needles, for it seemed to me he 
must have noticed Mary's high, spectacled 
forehead and straight hair, and Chloe's 
frivolous recommendations of the higher 
education on the ground that one forgot 
everything but four recipes for chocolate 
confectionery was even worse; I could 
feel Mary stiffening behind my chair. 

She has taken a dislike to Chloe, on 
general grounds of frivolity and low 
standards of life, I suppose, and I am 
sorry to say that Chloe has rather fostered 
this by her careless behavior. 

It began with the affair of Mary's 
room. I took a special interest in getting 
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it ready for her, and made some new 
sash curtains and a light comiterpane 
of cream-colored muslin with rose-buds 
scattered over it, and picked up two rem- 
nants of a very good carpet with roses on 
it, to lie before the bed and bureau. I also 
borrowed from Chloe a pretty modern 
Madonna, the gift of a loving pupil, in 
a deep oak frame, and took down from the 
hall a little photogravure of an orchard in 
bloom to give the room a home-like look. 
I was quite pleased with it when it was 
done, and by the time I had added a 
small hanging book-shelf with a few odd 
books, it was really, except for the wall- 
paper, which might have been nicer, 
pleasant enough for a guest room. 

When Mary said to me, the day after 
she came, 

" Would you have any objection to my 
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changing the furniture a little in my 
room? " I was so much impressed by her 
scrupulous consideration in asking my 
permission for such a small thing, that 
I forgot to wonder what she could want 
to alter in such a simple arrangement. 
When she disappeared behind a somewhat 
ostentatiously locked door for a whole 
afternoon, I knew that something im- 
portant was going on over my head, but 
I was quite unprepared for what met my 
eyes as I mounted the stairs an hoiu* be- 
fore dinner to remind Mary that even two 
terms in a cooking-school could hardly 
enable one to prepare a hot dinner in less 
than that time. 

In the upper hall stood a pile of matting 
— Mamie's aunt had spent an afternoon 
putting it down — and on it was bestowed 
in neat order the rose-bud counterpane 
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I would not confess, even to Sabina, 
that I felt a little disappointed, but I 
suppose I must have for I could not 
resist saying a little critically, 

" Do you like the room better this way, 
Mary? It looks a little cheerless to me." 

" It is not all that I could wish," she 
returned in a minor key, and I saw sud- 
denly that I had hurt her feelings, " but 
it is the best I can expect under the cir- 
cumstances. I suppose all authorities 
agree about a hardwood floor for sleeping 
rooms, and draperies, as you know, at- 
tract and hold the dust. My heavy books 
would break that little case and I am not 
fond of Madonnas. May I ask you for a 
dark-green window shade? " 

I felt, somehow, as if I had thrown her 
poverty in her face, and it made me so 
uncomfortable that I said nothing about 
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the spots on my ceiling where her scrub- 
bing water had penetrated — I was afraid 
of hurting her feelings again. 

Chloe was highly amused at the result 
of my efforts to make Mary feel at home, 
and regaled Mr. Ogden with her version 
of the affair after dinner, one evening; 
I had managed with great difficulty, to 
keep her from the subject during the 
meal. I say with difficulty, because she 
and Mr. Ogden took an impish pleasure 
in skating as near to it as possible while 
Mary was in the room and hurriedly 
trying to discuss it while she was in the 
kitchen. Between them they got me into 
a state of nervous irritation which Sabina 
quite failed to relieve by assimng me that 
this intimate, if somewhat childish fool- 
ing, on their part, together with Mr. Og- 
den's bold-faced requests for dinner in- 
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vitations, indicated very clearly to her that 
Chloe was coming to a decision. 

" She would never argue so with him 
if she didn't love him," Sabina concluded. 

"What nonsense!" said I. "Heaven 
knows I argue enough with him — ^am I 
in love with him? She is paying all this 
attention to him merely to make Mr. Van 
Ness jealous: the girl is a bom coquette." 

" If that is the case, I should say she 
had failed conspicuously," Sabina re- 
turned, " for I have never seen a person 
who exhibited fewer signs of jealousy." 

" In this connection it seems to me that 
you, too, lack perspective I " I said snap- 
pishly. . . . 

Sabina and I were quarrelling I 

And meanwhile, in the living room, 
Chloe, with bursts and gurgles and all 
those little nods and gestiu*es that make 
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listening to her so pleasant, was de- 
scribing Mary's hygienic room, and 
Mary, eating in the dining-room, heard 
every word I You see, Editha Evans had 
suggested that perhaps it would be easier 
for Mary to take her meals at the table, 
after we had left it, and though Sabina 
felt from the beginning that any depar- 
ture from the ordinary course was imwise 
and that Mary had better conform to the 
general usage, she admitted that there 
was no serious harm in it, and so Mary 
used to draw the portiere ceremonially as 
we left the room, and for some time after- 
ward we would hear the subdued chink of 
her solitary feeding. If it is true that 
Mr. Gladstone was accustomed to devote 
thirty-two bites to each mouthful, it 
would have been an object lesson for a 
gorging and dyspeptic generation to see 
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him and Mary Bostwick dining together: 
I used to think she would never finish. 

Chloe flatly refused to apologize to 
Mary for making fun of her, and I don't 
know that she should have gone quite so 
far as that, but I did hope she could find 
something to say to make her feel better; 
and to please me, she tried. 

"Just jolly her along," Mr. Ogden 
suggested; "talk about the dear old col- 
lege days, and those happy hours you 
used to spend doing Sanskrit together 1 
Remind her of the mad rush for the 
basket ball, when the whole field was 
against you, and you and she fought 
shoulder to shoulder and saved the day I 
Call to her mind those moonlight nights 
when you sang arm in arm across the 
campus, exhilarated with chocolate candy 
and ice-cream soda! " 
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" I suppose," said Chloe coldly, " you 
think that is very funny, and I don't 
doubt you believe it is true. As a matter 
of fact, I might have spent four years in 
the place and never laid eyes on her. I 
don't know much about the Sanskrit part, 
but if you think Mary Bostwick ever 
wasted a moment on anything so foolish 
as basket-ball or ate anything so un- 
hygienic as ice-cream soda, you don't 
know her. You'd better jolly her along 
yourself — you seem to understand the 
process I" 

They have been wrangling like this 
continually of late, and Sabina says it is 
only a question of time, now. She expects 
them to annoimce it very soon. I cannot 
imderstand why, in that case, Mr. Van 
Ness spends the summer with his sister 
instead of at his Adirondack Club or 
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abroad, which is his usual custom, and di- 
rects her, as he evidently does, to invite 
us at least once a fortnight to her yacht 
or his steam-launch. If Mr. Ogden and 
Chloe have come to any imderstanding, 
why does he allow this; and if he cannot 
prevent it, how can there be any under- 
standing? And I have never thought that 
Mr. Van Ness's sister cares very much for 
Chloe; she would never invite her of her 
own accord. It must be admitted that the 
few people who do not think Chloe per- 
fectly charming find her a little trying. 

I am afraid Mary is one of these: cer- 
tainly the " joUying along " was not a 
success. 

" How was she — chilly? " Mr, Ogden 
asked curiously when the diplomat came 
back to us. 

Chloe shuddered. 
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"I have caught a cold," she replied 
solemnly. 

"Pretty hard on you, eh?" he said 
sympathetically. 

" She was stony," said Chloe sadly. 
" It wasn't on her accoimt, she said, but 
she hated to have the college so misrep- 
resented." 

"Really," SaUna interrupted with a 
disgusted glance at me, " I think this is 
going too far. The girl is simply imperti- 
nent." 

" Oh, no," Chloe answered, and it 
seemed to me she was honestly a little 
dispirited ; " I gave her the opportunity 
to say what she liked, you know — that 
was about all I could do, don't you see. 
She said that of course in her position she 
supposed she must expect ridicule from 
the rich. ^ Come, come, Mary,' said I, 
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' don't be absurd ; you know very well you 
must expect no such thing. It is simply my 
way — I'd tell a fimny story about my 
own grandmother, if I knew onel You 
know how I chatter/* 

Why, certainly. Miss Randolph,' 
she said in her stained-glass-martyr man- 
ner^ *no one would dream of attaching 
any importance to anything you said!' " 

We gasped. 

" Do you think she meant ..." Mr. 
Ogden inquu'ed vaguely. 

"Heaven knows what she meant," 
said Chloe, " but it was probably true, 
whatever it was — she's very accurate. It 
startled me, for a moment, though, and I 
struck out on a new line. 

As for my being rich, Mary,' said 
I, * how much do you suppose I earn ? I 
am paid exactly four himdred and fifty 
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dollars a year, and counting your board 
and lodging, you make more than that 
and have far lighter expenses. Even with 
the hundred a year that I have of my 
own, you are really better off than I. 

I saw Mr. Ogden's eyes rest on Chloe's 
changing face with something more than 
mere pity. 

" Do you mean to say that's all they 
pay you? " he demanded. " It's a rotten 
shame I" 

" Oh, I don't know," she said lightly, 
"it's probably all I'm worth. But that 
wasn't Mary's view of it, Mr. Ogden. 
She feels that if I had qualified myself 
by severe study at college, instead of con- 
fining myself to — ^to being popular, I 
could be earning a thousand dollars in a 
city public school, instead of teaching 

frivolous odds and ends in a fashionable 

[ 114 ] 




, ;l11 that even- 
that Mr. Van 
: there is a great 
shadowed moods 
Lis never happened 
lid effervescent with 
L;ht him once or twice 
;i puzzled, uncertain 
i ■ wondering whether all 
. were perfectly sincere. If 
le can blame the child; she 
.ipplauded and caressed for it, 
her friends and admirers so 

[ "«] 



THE DOMESTIC ADVENTURERS 

easily, that if she assumes it sometimes to 
hide a very different heart, I feel it is 
because she dares not do anything else. 
It is a mistake, I think, but one cannot 
very well tell her so : with all her chatter- 
box ways, there is a vein of deep reserve 
in Chloe. 

" She seems almost pathetic to me, 
sometimes," said Mr. Ogden suddenly. 
Chloe had stepped in from the porch to 
sing to us a little, and his reply to my 
thoughts startled me. 

"Indeed?" I answered rather disin- 
genuously. I felt frightened, somehow, 
and extremely uncomfortable. Here was 
the opportunity I had been waiting for; 
now, in this confidential privacy— for Sa- 
bina had excused herself, to read manu- 
scripts-was my chance to discoTcr once 

for all how matters stood with Mr. Ogdeu 
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and Chloe. He had begun just as I had 
imagined he might, some evening, with 
Chloe's voice, small, not especially well 
trained, but particularly appealing, in 
our ears, and her chair by ours just 
empty. 

But now that the moment had come, I 
deliberately escaped it. It made me too 
nervous; it seemed to me just then that 
the responsibility was too great — ^what 
business of mine was it? And yet I wanted 
to know as much as ever. 

» 

"Let him tell Chloe and let her tell 
me!" I thought suddenly, and pushed 
my chair away from him. 

" That is an odd adjective to apply to 
a girl as happy as Chloe," I said lightly. 
" Aren't you growing a little subtle? " 

He is very quick at a suggestion and 
I doubt if he will ever say anything like 
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this again — ^how could I have been so 
foolish? Now I shall never know till Chloe 
tells me, and I think I would rather know 
before then. 

A week ago, to be sin-e, I thought we 
should not wait very long. For Mr. Van 
Ness did a most unheard-of thing: he in- 
vited himself to dinner. 

" It has been so long since the 
privilege was extended to me," he said, 
deliberately coming over by me, " and 
since I have been admitted to this charm- 
ing intimacy, I venture to hope for a 
little morel " 

He meant by this that he was sitting 
on the side porch watching Chloe do up 
brandied peaches. She had on a long blue 
pinafore that made her look like a tall 
school-girl, her cheeks were scarlet from 
the stove, and her big white arms bare 
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above the elbows. Her hair was most be- 
comingly imtidy — she is one of those f ort- 
miate people who look attractive with 
wispy hau-— and I did not wonder that 
Mr. Van Ness could not bear to leave her. 
If Sabina had seen the amused yet deeply 
attentive air with which his deep-set gray 
eyes followed each of her long steps and 
sweeps of arm as she ladled the sirup 
over the sticky jars, she would have re- 
alizedy I think, that this self-contained 
gentleman is making up his mind very 
rapidly. But Sabina was not there; she 
had been detained in town unexpectedly 
and would just be able to get out to din- 
ner, she telephoned me. It was the first 
time she had not been there to chaperon 
" her elderly charmer," and I was a little 
worried at the responsibility: he is so very 

critical. 
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once he wanted to be left. As he said, it 
was quite an intimate situation, and Chloe 
was so housewifely and picturesque and 
so demure and sweet with him and he was 
so handsome and courtly — ^his eyes are 
very kind, when you get over your first 
awe of him — ^that I really shouldn't have 
been surprised . . . 

But, of course, after what happened 
in the evening, there was no hope of any- 
thing of the sort. It is extraordinary that 
Mr. Van Ness should inevitably assist at 
our most idiotic domestic crises, but such 
is the fact. I am quite certain that he in- 
tended speaking that night; all during 
dinner his eyes travelled from me to Sa- 
bina and from her back to me again, and 
I imderstood why: he was wondering to 
which of us he ought to address himself 

on the subject. My nerves have grown so 
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tense during this period of uncertain 
cross-purposes that I seem to feel too 
closely what every one is thinking and 
hoping. 

But after what occurred in the hall no 
one could have heen serious. 

Not that anything was wrong with the 
dinner, though Sahina thought it was 
rather audacious in me to allow him to 
stay. Mary had heen taught to hroil a 
steak very nicely and she garnished every- 
thing with mathematical perfection. We 
can always get good clams at short notice, 
and Mamie's aimt sent me a delicious 
canteloupe. It was after Mary had served 
the coffee on the piazza that it happened. 

You see, it was the night for her tutor. 
Tuesdays and Fridays he came — ^to save 
her eyes — and we never invited any one 
for those nights and I used to hurry din- 
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ner along, if I could, without Sabina's 
suspecting. Of course they used the 
dining-room — I allowed Mary to use it 
as a sitting-room in the evening at Miss 
Evans's suggestion — but as we should 
spend the evening on the piazza, I didn't 
think it would matter, and he always left 
at half -past nine. 

I cannot believe that Mary was respon- 
sible for it, though I know that our being 
longer than usual at dinner irritated her, 
but at about a quarter of nine a loud rap 
on the French window behind me made 
me start from my seat. 

" Can I speak to — ^to somebody? " said 
a hollow, solemn voice. 

Chloe was at the piano singing some 

foolish darky music-hall song, and Mr. 

Van Ness was leaning back, blowing 

rings from his cigar and watching her. 
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I was planning to get Sabina off the 
piazza on some pretext or other, and then 
I knew — I absolutely knew — ^the climax 
would come: I felt it in the air. 

But at the soimd of this voice I got up 
and went into the living-room. Mary's 
tutor stood there. He was a lank yoimg 
man, with pale, high cheek-bones and a 
most self-conscious air, and he wore 
goggles that extinguished Mary's. 

" I should like to speak to you in 
private, if you please," he said, " I will 
not detain you long." 

Perfectly dimib with surprise, and 
judging from his intentional glance at 
Chloe's innocent back that she was the bar 
to his privacy, I led the way into the hall ; 
the front door, of course, was wide open. 

" You are aware, I have no doubt," he 
annoimced, " that my pupil here has 
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an extremely nervous organization. You 
could not fail to observe it." 

I stared at him in the dim hall-light, and 
he went on in a nervous, hissing sort of 
whisper that carried with dreadful dis- 
tinctness to the amazed silence outside, 
over Chloe's soft singing. 

" We are working over a very delicate 
problem in Quadratics this evening," he 
said, " and it is utterly impossible for 
Miss Bostwick to concentrate her mind 
upon it while this — ^this noise at the piano 
is going on. She is meeting her misfort- 
imes so nobly that you would not wish, 
I am sure, to add a straw to them, and it 
is but for two evenings a week." 

I murmured something more or less 
senseless and he went on. 

" It is not music per se that Miss Bost- 
wick finds so confusing to her efforts at 
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concentration," he said, " but the charac- 
ter of the — ^the selections this evening. I 
don't know whether you are acquainted 
with classical music at all, but there is a 
difference— a great difference.'' 

Again I murmured vaguely. 

" I have taken the responsibility of this 
step entirely upon myself," he concluded, 
" because I admire Miss Bostwick's char- 
acter deeply — ^it is a privilege to live with 
a mind like hers— ^and I felt sure that any 
right-thinking person would appreciate 
.. .er... yes, good-evening 1" 

He backed out of the hall, followed by 
what I knew must be, though I had never 
heard it before, the deep, irrepressible 
laughter of Mr. Van Ness. Chloe was 
such a confusion of mirth and resentment 
that nobody, even if he had been serious 
himself, could have made love to her, and 
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Sabina's mixture of emotions made her 
alternately satiric and speechless. 

I don't know whether I should have 
been able to indicate to Mary that the 
strain of living in her rarefied intellectual 
atmosphere was too much for us. Sabina 
would have retreated promptly to her 
" inmiunity " clause, and Chloe, of course, 
was out of the question. 

But she, herself, took the matter out of 
our hands by informing me that she was 
going to marry the tutor the next week, 
and go out with him to India, to share 
his labors as a missionary there. 

" Of course I shall stay with you till 
the day before I go," she said, with her 
most martyr-like air, "though I shall 
have a great deal to do. But I would not 
leave you without proper notice." 

" Indeed, Mary, we couldn't think of 
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such a thing," I assured her heartily, " it 
would be inhuman. You will need all your 
time." 

I added further that it would be a 
great change for both of them. 

" For me, yes," she answered, " but not 
for Mr. Stroker. He has been under 
similar circimistances, once, to Africa. 
But he decided to try a more prepared 
field. He says that Africa is not ready 
for him yet." 

Sabina remarked that in view of her 
sole experience of Mr. Stroker she could 
not but feel that Africa, all imprepared 
as it had proved, was more open to con- 
gratulation than she had ever supposed 
possible for that dark continent. 

As for me, I have added one more line 
to my book of experience: never hire a 
servant of whom you are imworthyl 
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MARIA 

"T 11 THY don't you engage Mamie's 

^^ aunt permanently?'' Sabina in- 
quired, munching her toast apprecia- 
tively: she always enjoyed Mamie's 
aimt's toast. 

" Because I cannot afford to pay her 
a dollar and a quarter a day," I replied 
shortly. / 

" Ahl " said Sabina and returned to her 
morning paper. Chloe said nothmg. In- 
deed, her silence was so very silent that 
it was positively alarming. She might 
have been a polite visitor from another 
planet, so complete was her detachment. 

I don't know why I should have felt 

so aggrieved, but I did. I hadn't a shadow 

of reason to resent Sabina's lack of in- 
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terest ; she was paying for it, and paying 
well. Sabina attributes her success largely 
to the fact that she has never dissipated 
her nervous energy in the ceaseless at- 
tempts at domesticity that even profes- 
sional women persist in, as a rule. She 
never sews on a button nor presses out 
a waist nor does her own nails. And as 
she points out, all these things are far 
better done for her than they would be 
if she did them with her mind on some- 
thing else. 

As for Chloe, heaven knows her well- 
meant assistance had not proved of such 
value that I should object to the lack of 
itl But I did. I resented imaccoimtably 
their sitting there, Sabina business-like 
and newspapered, Chloe dreamy and dec- 
orative, both of them washing their hands 

(in the finger-bowls that Mamie's aimt 
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filled to overflowing) of my difficulties. 
If they had been men, now, it would have 
been difi'erent; I remember I said this 
obstinately to myself, though my con- 
science reminded me of Sabina's assur- 
ance that for all domestic purposes they 
must be regarded precisely as if they had 
been members of that exempt sex. Of 
course she was logically correct — she 
always is. But it seemed imbearably bitter 
to me just then that simply because they 
were what Mary used to call "wage- 
earners," they should be sitting there 
in skirts as long as mine, unconcerned 
though the finger-bowls resembled bath- 
tubs. I might have been a wage-earner, 
too, if it had not been for my grand- 
father: it was the first time I ever re- 
gretted the few hundreds a year he left 
mel 
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" Really," I said defiantly, riding over 
all my good resolutions, " I don't see what 
I am going to do. The servants will not 
come out here from town — ^not to this 
style of establishment, anyway — and 
there are no decent ones here. I don't 
like to bother you, either of you, but 
the matter is growing very serious. It 
isn't just a question of himting about 
a little: there simply is no available 
supply." 

"Why, certainly," said Sabina ab- 
sently, her eyes on her paper. Chloe 
buttered toast; her eyes were fixed over 
my head, apparently on her native and 
regretted planet. 

I lost my control. "Sabina!" I 
snapped, distinctly snapped. 

Sabina dropped the paper and re- 
garded me contritely. 

[ 136 ] 



THE DOMESTIC ADVENTURERS 

" I beg your pardon, my dear, I'm 
sure," she said apologetically. 

I might as well have been married ! 

" Of course what you say is perfectly 
true," she agreed; "it's a national ques- 
tion, apparently; I appreciate it fully — 
we get enough of it at the office: every- 
body sends us queries and remedies and 
articles. I see Wilkinson gets the assist- 
ant editorship of the Four Seasons; that 
will mean a great change in the policy of 
that magazine, I can tell you ! " 

I never felt so strangely about. Sabina. 
I understood then why married people 
bicker and bother each other so. 

Of course there is no marrying in 
heaven: a very little consideration enables 
you to perceive that the object of 
marriage is the f oimding of a family, and 
families must live in homes, and homes 
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require housekeeping, and no angel could 
keep house — and her reputation as an 
angel at the same time. 

And yet there is simply no excuse for 
my writing so bitterly. No one could ex- 
pect to keep house in more auspicious 
circumstances than mine have been for 
two weeks past. I have had time for the 
nursery, time for my character-study, 
time to accustom myself to the changes 
that must come . . . 

I suppose this is the real reason — ^the 
changes. It must be the knowledge of 
them that takes away my interest in the 
other things. I have no objection to 
acknowledging this: it is surely only 
natural to regret the jolly times we have 
had together, now that they are so nearly 
over. For of course they are. 

I wonder if Sabina does not care a 
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little, herself? When she told me — ^and 
she did it very gently, with the kindest 
eflforts to spare my feelings without 
seeming to — I wondered if she realized 
what it would mean to her? We have 
practically given up everything in the 
last four months, all the quiet little 
amusements we used to have together, to 
entertain these monopolizing lovers; and 
I wonder if we shall not miss them when 
we are left alone again? For we cannot 
be quite the same: when she told me — 
and surely it should have been no special 
shock to me; have I not foreseen it for 
a long time? — I realized suddenly that 
something had come between us, and that 
Chloe, dear, troublesome Chloe, has been 
the little wedge that has pushed us apart. 
Not that I blame the child. She undoubt- 
edly feels that she has brought us good 
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luck, amusing companionship, and social 
opportunities, and any imprejudiced per- 
son would have nothing but sympathy for 
us in our future dulness without her — I 
am afraid with some reason now ! 

You see, what hurt me a httle was that 
Sabina should have known and not told 
me immediately. I don't know how long 
she had known, and I don't believe Chloe 
told her: Chloe would sooner tell me, I 
think. Mr. Van Ness probably told her 
himself, and I suppose that it was only 
honorable, under the circumstances, for 
her to have kept it to herself — Sabina 
would always do the honorable thing. 
But four months ago there would have 
been no such circumstances, and she and 
I would have known it together. 

I brought it on myself in rather a queer 

way. The situation was growing some- 

[ 140 ] 



THE DOMESTIC ADVENTURERS 

what strained at the breakfast table that 
morning, and Sabina awoke to the fact, 
though a little late, and applied her mind 
directly and with her usual practical 
clearness to the problem in hand. 

" It seems to me," she said, in her most 
judicial manner, "that you have made 
one basic error in your selection of 
servants." {My selection, indeed! Is it 
possible she didn't realize who has selected 
the servants?) " I think I understand the 
psychology of your choice: you reasoned, 
perhaps unconsciously, that since this was 
not quite a normal minage — ^not a regula- 
tion family — ^we should be better, or at 
any rate, quite as well, suited with an 
imusual sort of servant. In other words, 
you engaged servants that the average 
family would not want. Mamie, for in- 
stance, had no experience — now, we needed 
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some experience. May had too much, and 
presmned on it — ^we didn't need quite so 
much. Mary" — ^here Sabina paused and 
cleared her throat. She has never been 
able to discuss Mary. 

" Mary was not a servant at all," said 
Chloe. 

" But if we experimented with her in 
that capacity," Sabina urged. 

" Poohl " Chloe interrupted calmly, 
" she experimented with us, Sabina — and 
awful failures we were, too!" 

Sabina smiled indulgently at her. You 
see, she knew, even then. 

" It proves my point, either way," she 
said. " Now, the work of a family of 
average means, unless it is a doctor's or 
a night watchman's or — or an aeronaut's, 
ought to be about the same. What you 
want is a good, f airiy well-trained, aver- 
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age servant; not an ignoramus nor a 
housekeeper nor a scientist; just one who 
is accustomed to work imder a reasonable 
amoimt of direction. If such a one costs 
more than we have hitherto paid, we must 
manage to pay a little more, that is all. 
It would be poor economy to wear you 
out entirely, you know." 

I must have been growing very uritable 
of late, for I replied to this quite imgrate- 
fully. 

" Is it possible, Sabina," said I, " that 
you are so ignorant of what the house- 
keepers of your coimtry have to contend 
with as to suppose that there is such 
a thing as the * well-trained, average 
servant'?^ 

There was a trying pause, whidh Chloe 
eased suddenly with a reminiscent gurgle. 

" It's a pity we're all so moral," she 
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said airily, " or we might get Anna Stuy- 
vesant's Penitentiary Paragon/' 

She was so evidently in jest that I was 
willing to inquire perfunctorily, "What 
is that? " Sabina didn't even pretend an 
interest. 

" Surely IVe told you about her? *' 
said Chloe, " she is so funny, and Anna 
is wild with rage at losing her, but she is 
really too impossible — ^the other servants 
complain. Satterlee called her the Peni- 
tentiary Paragon, because Anna is sure 
she has served at least one term behind 
the bars, but sometimes he calls her the 
Terrible Treasure, and I think that's best, 
myself — ^the Terrible Treasure! She is a 
Swede, and she can do anything in the 
world, from hair dressing to milking a 
cow. Anna got her as a supplementary- 
maid to £01 in anywhere upstairs, and 
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help the butler in the country — ^her 

second man won't go to the beach, you 

know, he says it makes him melancholy. 

Well, one night the cook was sick, and 

Maria got up a delicious dinner. The next 

time the butler didn't get back in time, 

and she served a whole luncheon party 

beautifully. Another time Satterlee had 

to get the Twentieth Century Limited, 

if it killed him, and there wasn't a car 

that could be used, and not a man about 

that could harness a horse. And Maria 

went out and harnessed one in four 

minutes." 

" Dear me," said Sabina, looking at 

her watch, " it seems a distinct waste of 

good material to keep such a versatile 

artist in a household presimiably full of 

specialists. It is humble homes like ours 

that need that sort of ability." 
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" Goodness gracious ! " Chloe burst out, 
gurgling again, " to think of Maria in a 
humble home like ours! What would she 
say? " And she looked solemnly at me. 

"What is the matter with her?" I 
inquired rather coldly. I object as much 
as most people to being considered nar- 
row-minded. 

" It is easier to tell you what isn't," 
she replied. " That's what I heard Anna 
say to a friend who asked about her. * She 
has never killed any of us,' said Anna, 
* and Satterlee says that he doesn't believe 
she ever coveted her neighbor's wife nor 
his ox nor his ass. He says if she wanted 
'em, she wouldn't waste time coveting 'em 
— ^she'd go and get 'em! ' " 

"Dear, dearl" said Sabina. 

"As for the rest of the Comimand- 

ments," Chloe continued, " Satterlee said 
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it was merely amiable weakness to speak 
of Maria's breaking 'em: he said she'd 
pulverized 'em." 

" She seems to have impressed Mr. 
Stuyvesant," Sabina suggested, pushing 
away her chair. 

" I should say she had," Chloe returned. 
" In the first place, she drank — Satter- 
lee's pet sherry. In the second place, she 
smoked — ^his especial cigarettes, made and 
imported for him; he thinks she took 
cigars, too. In the third place, she taught 
Anna's maid, the second man, and the 
best machinist Satterlee ever had, to play 
bridge, and then won all their money 
away from them. Wasn't that terrible? " 

"Very," said Sfebina drily; "it must 
have shocked Mr. Stuyvesant imspeak- 
ably." 

" Oh, well," Chloe murmured, rising 
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from the table, "you know very well, 
Sabina, one can't have one's own serv- 
ants • • ." 

" Certamly not,'' Sabina agreed, " there 
must be some members of the household 
who don't play bridge day and night — 
I quite imderstand ! " Chloe shrugged her 
shoulders. 

" Satterlee wanted to go down an 
play with them," she added amiably; " he 
said he might learn something from 
Maria's game, but Anna wouldn't let 
him — she was afraid the lessons might 
prove a little too expensive! " 

After Chloe had left the dining-room 
I glanced casually at Sabina. 

" I wonder if an iiftight into the do- 
mestic difficulties of the wealthy neces- 
sarily enables one to steer clear of them? " 
I inquired. " If Chloe does marry Mr. 
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Van Ness, she will be more able to cope 
with a butler, for instance, than most 
girls who have never been addicted to one 
from infancy. Don't you think so? " 

Sabina was going over Pluto care- 
fully, with a view to possible sulphxu-, and 
did not look up. 

" She won't marry him," she said 
briefly. Something in her tone vexed me. 

" I know we don't agree on that sub- 
ject," I replied obstinately, " but you 
must remember that I have had better 
opportunities than you for unprejudiced 
observation, where Mr. Van Ness is con- 
cerned. I have watched him, while you 
were occupied with talking to him. If 
you had been here the day Chloe did the 
brandied peaches " 

" My dear," said Sabina, still study- 
ing Pluto, "I assure you that Chloe 
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is not going to marry Mr. Van Ness. 
Really." 

That was all; she gave me no further 
explanation and I did not ask for any. 
When Sahina uses that tone there is no 
doubt in the listener's mind. 

I suppose he wrote to Chloe — ^it is like 
him, in some ways — and then told Sabina 
himself, afterward, when he got his 
answer, so that we might imderstand his 
absence. And of course he would not care 
to come, now, and of course Chloe had to 
make her choice sooner or later. She is a 
healthy, normal girl, after all, and youth 
clings to youth, if left to its natural 
instincts. I have been exaggerating the 
child's worldly wisdom, and Sabina knew 
her better, after all. 

Indeed, I do not wonder that Sabina 
feels she knows her better than she knows 
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me, just now. To tell the truth, I am not 
quite sure, myself, why I acted as I did 
a week ago, and neither of my family 
could have been more amazed than I was 
at the promptness and decision, not to 
mention success, of my unexpected course. 

I don't remember exactly what I said 
when Sabina told me about Chloe's de- 
cision, but I am quite sure it was some- 
thing about its being the most natural 
and pleasant thing for both of them, and 
Mr. Ogden's income being not so tiny, 
after all — a clever lawyer always has a 
good chance. 

"And Chloe has had an opportimity 
to study housekeeping on a moderate in- 
come, too," I added, " so she is not ac- 
cepting her lot blindly." 

Sabina agreed with a distinct air of 
relief and it was with evident relief, also, 
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that she drew on her gloves and left the 
house. 

I cannot describe how the perception 
of this relief irritated me. Did she expect 
me to fall fainting to the floor when she 
told me? Is it possible that Sabina thinks 
that I — oh, the whole situation is too 
absurd! When Chloe is off our hands, 
Sabina and I must have a thorough ex- 
planation, if we are ever to start fresh 
again after these constraints and mis- 
understandings. It is useless to deny it 
— ^we are not frank with each other. 

With a confusion of thoughts like these 
in my mind, on that extraordinary morn- 
ing I walked deliberately to the tele- 
phone, looked out Anna Stuyvesant's 
number, and asked her if the extremely 
able maid of whom Chloe had told me 
was still in her employ! 
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I heard her gasp, 

"You — ^you don't mean Maria?" she 
demanded. 

"Precisely," said I. "Would she care 
to undertake an establishment like ours? 
I should expect to pay her well, and I 
don't think she would find the work hard." 

" Chloe is a wretch," Mrs. Stuyvesant 
declared, trying to keep her voice steady. 
"The naughty thing was teasing you. 
The Para — ^Maria is a very valuable per- 
son indeed, but — ^but there are other con- 
siderations. . . . Really, my dear, of all 
people in the world to be inquiring about 
Maria, you are the very* last person — I 
suppose that's why Chloe told you about 
her. It was a joke, my dear, I assure you." 

" I know all about Maria," I replied 
evenly. (Why is it that people will per- 
sist in regarding me as likely to be 
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shocked more easily than the average 
person? Is it because my eyes are gray 
and rather far apart?) "And as we 
have no fine sherries nor imported cig- 
arettes, nor other servants for her to 
gamble with, it seems to me that with 
fewer temptations than a menage like 
yours affords her, she will have fewer 
opportunities for crime. She has so many 
and such varied talents, that it is really a 
pity to waste them in a house with a large 
staff of servants, don't you think so? " 

There was a longer pause than I have 
ever known in any conversation in which 
Anna Stuyvesant takes part. Finally she 
said very cordially: 

" Do you know I think you have more 
sporting blood than they think? It seems 
rather startling, at first, but as you say 
. . . And she can do anything — ^abso- 
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lutely anything. My maid is frightfully 
jealous of her, and that's the real reason 
I have to send her away. She watched my 
hair being done once and then did it 
beautifully for me, when Helene bruised 
her finger in the door. But would she 
go, I wonder? You know they won't usu- 
ally " 

"You might ask her," I suggested 
calmly. 

" You are too delicious," Mrs. Stuyve- 
sant assured me. " I surely will. If only 
she would, she could take care of you so 
nicely. Do you know, it's the only way 
to do — ^to have just one. Then there are 
no quarrels, no jealousy — ^really, I've 
often said that people with one maid 
don't realize how fortunate they arel " 

" That is very true," said I grimly, 
" they ^quite frequently don't.' 
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"And the servants themselves," Mrs. 
Stuyvesant continued plaintively, "one 
would think they would like it, too. There 
would be no others to interfere with them 
and complain of them and they could do 
as they pleased " 

"Ask Maria if she would appreciate 
all those advantages — ^with us," I said. 

" Do you know," Anna declared, 
" Maria is just original enough and 
obstinate enough to do itl " 

But I knew she didn't believe Maria 
would, nevertheless, and I suppose it was 
a most audacious proposition on my part. 
Dining the rest of the day I wondered 
at my sudden temerity, and it was with 
a feeling that I must be dreaming that I 
saw a neat black figure descend from a 
runabout stationed in front of the house 
the next afternoon, and give unmis- 
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takable directions regarding a small 
trunk to Anna Stuyvesant's little groom. 

" You understand, Maria," I said, as she 
stood respectfully before me, irreproach- 
ably capped and aproned, "that even 
though the washing and part of the iron- 
ing are done for you, there is still a very 
different sort of work from what you 
would do in a large house like Mrs. Stuy- 
vesant's." 

" Perfectly, madam,'' said Maria, " but 
a girl is often been better for a change to 
the work, does not madam think so? And 
I do not mind to work. I am more happy 
to be busy. May I watch the rooms to see 
how many I shall have, and what time 
does madam dine? " 

I told her and began to outline a trial 
dinner. 

" Suppose if I should cook madam her 
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dinner the best I can from what I find, 
and she tells me if it will suit?'* said 
Maria gently. 

And since that dinner I have never 
ordered another nor said anything further 
than, " That will be very good, I am sure, 
Maria." 

I had not mentioned my achievement 
to either of the others ; I don't quite know 
why, unless it is that we do not detail our 
affairs to each other as we used to. I am 
afraid it is possible that I felt myself 
justified, since Chloe had not cared to 
confide in me her decision about Mr. Og- 
den, and Sabina had not felt at liberty 
to discuss what Mr. Van Ness had ad- 
mitted to her of the matter, in withholding 
my own plans and results. When, there- 
fore, we began on oiu* attractive Uttle 
dinner, served with a gratifying lack of 
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indecision, clumsiness or clatter, their 
surprise was all that could have been 
expected by a more elaborate plotter 
than I. 

Chloe turned in her chair and stared 
frankly at the non-committal features 
under the cap — for I never saw a less 
vicious-looking person than oiu* new maid. 

"Maria?" she stammered, 

"Yes, Miss Chloe," said the Terrible 
Treasure gravely, offering her the rolls. 

She makes the most delicious rolls in 
bewildering variety: wee pointed ones for 
dinner, crusty brown ones for breakfast 
and the most mysterious cinnamon-fla- 
vored, puffy ones for luncheon, 

Sabina stared too, but at me, not 
Maria. 

" It is the merest folly to suppose that 
one can possibly fathom the character of 
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any one on God's earth I '' she announced, 
" and when it comes to prophesying the 
actions of one's friends, what are seven 
years?" 

"What, indeed?" I answered point- 
edly. Sabina did not drop her eyes, pre- 
cisely, but they ceased to meet mine. 

She knows very well that what I resent 
is not the fact that Mr. Van Ness chose 
to confide his disappointment to her 
rather than to me: that was only natural, 
and for that matter, I have never been 
able to get over a foolish little awe of 
him that would have made such a confi- 
dence rather alarming to me than other- 
wise. But why Sabina should feel that a 
sense of honor or propriety or whatever 
she may call it prevents her mentioning 
her information to me in any but the most 
guarded and evidently uncomfortable 

[ 160 ] 



THE DOMESTIC ADVENTURERS 

way, I fail to understand, especially as 
in the beginning we discussed it fre- 
quently and with perfect ease. 

In the same way I am far from feeling 
that Chloe ought to rush to me, or any- 
body else, with the news of her engage- 
ment to Mr. Ogden, unless she wants to; 
though I must say that to do so would 
be far more like her than to act as she 
does at present. I understand that people 
are likely to be shy and contrary and im- 
decided and prevaricating on these trying 
occasions (and how trying they can be 
I never guessed till I participated in one) , 
but why, since she must know that Sabina 
is acquainted with one-half of the situa- 
tion — I assume that she knows it : her in- 
tuition ought to tell her a thing like that, 
if there is anything in popular theories 
— should she not indicate something of 
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the other half by even the faintest ap- 
peal for my S5anpathy or congratulation, 
whichever she may want? To go on from 
day to day, implying that nothing has 
happened or is likely to happen, in view 
of the circmnstances is simply disingenu- 
ous. And I haven't even the satisfaction 
of saying so to Sabina, because we don't 
discuss the matter at all, for some reason. 
We don't discuss very much of any- 
thing, in fact. I had not realized how 
much we have been held together and 
kept off the thin ice of real intimacy, of 
late, by our more or less himaorous do- 
mestic misadventures. Now that there are 
no more of these — for no hotel could 
move on its daily way more smoothly and 
uneventfully than does our little house — 
conversation lags, and one almost regrets 
the excitements of Mamie's stupidity. 
May's tyranny, and Mary's superiority. 
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It is the irony of the fate that watches 
over housekeepers that now, when we are 
in a position to entertain our friends easily, 
with no worry and effort, we seem to have 
no friends to entertain. Mr. Van Ness 
comes no more; Mr. Ogden, in a hurried 
note addressed to me, beginning "Dear 
and charming ladies," regrets that great 
pressure of business, incident to the 
settling of two large estates of which he 
has recently been appointed manager, 
keeps him at work in his office on Satur- 
day and reading in the law library on 
Simday; and as neither Sabina nor Chloe 
suggests inviting any other guests, I hold 
my peace. I asked Chloe if there was no 
one she would care to have for the week- 
end, and she replied hastily, 

" Heavens, nol It will be a great com- 
fort to be alone for once, and get some 
mending and letters done!" 
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This I accepted politely at its face 
value; I understood that while there was 
even a chance of Mr. Ogden's getting out 
on Sunday evening, she wanted to keep 
it free for him. But I was a little sur- 
prised when on asking Sabina if she 
would like to work in one of her semi- 
business luncheons on Sunday she told 
me that it was not in the least necessary 
to do that; it was simpler, on the whole, 
to take people out in town. 

" And then it doesn't bother you/' she 
added considerately. 

There were only two weak points in 
this: one of Sabina's reasons for com- 
ing out here was to give her an oppor- 
tunity to entertain in just this way, 
and at present it would not bother me 
at all. 

Not that I particularly expect this 
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smooth-flowing household current to con- 
tinue: I have given up any expecta- 
tions along those lines. Whether I had 
stumbled on the solution of the problem, 
and might count on living peaceably 
under Maria's ejfficient management for 
an indefinite period, or whether, as Chloe 
warned me, we were basking in the lull 
before the tornado, and might wake any 
morning to find our few jewels gone and 
the wreck of a wild debauch littering our 
placid home, who could tell? In either 
case I cannot see that the risk involved 
was any greater than that of Solly's 
measles, which might have been malig- 
nant diphtheria. 

When I mentioned this view of the 
case to Chloe she looked at me in amaze- 
ment. 

" You of all people 1 " she cried. " Did 
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Anna tell you about the dreadfully queer 
persons that came to see the Paragon? 
And the way she would disappear for 
two days at a time? " 

" I did not engage Maria for the 
sublimity of her moral quaUties," said I. 
"I had in view her capacity for ac- 
complishing the definite duties required 
of her, and so long as she does these I 
cannot see that her personal character is 
any concern of mine. Do you know that 
the piano-tuner is not a bigamist, or what 
guarantee have you that yoiu* dentist is 
not a confirmed gambler? " 

She gasped and shook her head. 

" She has bewitched youl " she de- 
clared. 

"We should never have acquired her 
but for you," I returned affably. 

I do not think she has bewitched me, 
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though it is certainly very pleasant to be 
so well looked after. Ever since the second 
day of her reign, when she appeared he- 
fore me in the later afternoon to remark 
deferentially, " I have laid out the silk 
blouse for madam, and if she could be 
willing to come upstairs for this time, 
before I begin at my dinner, I shall help 
her with her dress," I have never lacked 
the services of a personal maid, to such 
extent as my simple habits require one. 
My room is kept in beautiful order; my 
bureau drawers, though arranged after 
a fashion not always intelligible to me, 
display a system well worth a little mental 
effort; the book I am reading, the em- 
broidery I am at work on, are sure to be 
near my hand. 

Mamie always bore me a grudge, I 
know, for interfering, as I often had to, 
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with her decorative leisure; May frankly 
admired Chloe to the exclusion of the rest 
of the family, and took a keen interest 
in her matrimonial possibilities; Mary, in 
so far as she had any respect for people 
of our low ideals, reserved it for Sabina's 
professional success and money-earning 
capacities. But Maria, though faultless 
in her deference toward the other two, 
reserves her personal interest for me— I 
suppose in my oflBce as her employer. Me 
only she calls "madam," for me she 
mends and brushes, and cleans boots and 
gloves. To me she confided the existence 
and address of a little dressmaker em- 
ployed occasionally by Anna Stuyvesant, 
with great success but at small expense, 
who would undoubtedly do something 
for me, at Maria's request, if approached 
before the autmnn rush; and I found 

[ 168 ] 



THE DOMESTIC ADVENTURERS 

myself this morning with two very pretty 
dresses that seem cheap even to my nec- 
essarily economical eyes. 

If Chloe knew what had happened 
last night she would imdoubtedly at- 
tribute my surprising indifference con- 
cerning the catastrophe to the fact of 
those two dresses; but honestly, I think 
I should have acted precisely the same 
without the clothes. I have not even told 
them — I don't know that I shall. 

Yesterday it seemed that Chloe's intu- 
ition had not played her false, for a tele- 
gram from Mr. Ogden begged that he 
might come to luncheon after all, to-day, 
his work having imexpectedly shortened 
itself. I arranged with Maria for an ex- 
ceptionally nice luncheon, and when I had 
ascertained that Sabina would be busy 
in her study all the afternoon I promptly 
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decided to flee to my room after luncheon 
and bring these chapters to what is, I 
suppose, ahnost their close. My leaving 
the two alone must show that the neces- 
sity for anything else is at an end, now, 
and may precipitaJte an explanation at 
last. 

I waited long after the others had gone 
to bed to catch Maria on her way up- 
stairs and ask her about the chicken for 
luncheon — ^the poultry man is very un- 
reliable — ^but she did not come. I went 
down to the kitchen; she was not there, 
and the disorder of every stage of dinner 
crowded the room. Twice during the 
night I stole to the door, but Maria never 
passed it. At eight o'clock this morning 
I looked again; only the discouraging 
picture of last night greeted me. 

Maria could not possibly have known 
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that we were invited to breakfast at half - 
past nine with one of our neighbors, for 
the invitation was delivered after dinner, 
and only its originality — we were to eat 
some freshly caught fish which our host 
guaranteed his ability to bring home — 
induced us to accept it as hastily as it was 
offered. But I knew it, and I did not 
mention to Chloe or Sabina what else 
I knew, or that we had no other available 
breakfast. The infonnal little party pro- 
longed itself unexpectedly; it was neariy 
twelve before we started home, and still 
I had not spoken — I don't know why, I 
was planning a drive to the shore, and 
limcheon there, as we opened the hall 
door, when a glance into the dining-room 
arrested my steps. The table was neariy 
set and aroimd it flew Maria, haggard 
and white, one hand pressed to her head, 
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the other feverishly straightening the 
lunch cloths! 

She did not look at me, and I changed 
my dress miaided; since she had taken 
time to make the beds and arrange the 
rooms, I knew that the Imicheon must 
suffer — ^but still I did not speak. 

I might have spared myself any worry, 
for the luncheon, though quite different 
from the one I had planned, was perfect. 
Oysters — September has brought its ad- 
vantage — bouillon that only I would 
suspect of beef tablets, fluffy omelet, a 
salad that bafiled even me, and peaches, 
the ripest we have had this year, appeared 
in turn before us, and if Maria's face 
was drawn and her hand trembled, who 
noticed it but her " madam " ? 

Not Sabina, for her mind was utterly 
away from us ; she was withdrawn, though 
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her outward courtesy was perfect. Not 
Chloe, she was too gay and excited: I 
have rarely seen her more brilliant. After 
luncheon, suddenly, she ran ahead into the 
living-room, while Mr. Ogden stopped 
to light his cigar, and kissed me tumultu- 
ously, even as I was telling her that my 
l^ead ached and I must excuse myself. 

"You dear!" she whispered, looking 
at me so strangely, " you perfect old 
dearl" 

I went away quickly; the swift caress, 
so like our old Chloe, moved me too much. 
So I have left them alone, and sat here 
writing all the afternoon, with the sub- 
dued soimd of voices below me on the 
porch, and a strong odor of tobacco 
smoke drifting downward through the 
hall — oh, yes, it is from Maria's room; 
it is useless to deny it! She dragged her- 
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self heavily up the stairs an hour ago, 
and I heard the bed creak as she flung 
herself down on it. 

I do not seem able to decide definitely 
what to do; of course something must be 
done. But I am glad Chloe had such a 
nice luncheon before the break came. 

The late afternoon is chilly now; the 
leaves and the dusk are falling together. 
My head really does ache, and I think I 
will try to take a little nap: I wonder if 
Maria's dreams are as troubled as mine 
will be. 

For she is such a good servant — ^though 
she is so bad I 
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MAMIE^S AUNT 

"pERHAPS the strangest thing of all 
is that I should still have this book. 
Indeed, I have very little elsel Through 
all that wild, confused, unbelievable night 
I clutched this absurd fat account-book: 
no King's messenger trusted with the 
crown jewels could have guarded them 
more devotedly than I this fragmentary 
record of our life here — ^my poor charac- 
ter study! Not that I intended to protect 
it so jealously, of course; there were a 
himdred things I needed more, a doz^i 
things I wept over when I realized that 
I had neglected them in its favor. But at 
the time I had no choice: I suppose if I 
had been holding a tooth-brush when it 
happened, I should be prizing that tooth- 
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brush now as my choicest — ^because my 
only — ^possession. 

And yet, what does it matter? What 
does anything matter now? It was only 
a week ago, and it might have been cen- 
turies, life is such a different thing. If 
any one had told me, a week ago, that I 
should soon be recording the loss of my 
two new dresses, my mother's silver, and 
my Whistler etching with such philosoph- 
ical placidity, I should have thought that 
person mad — ^and yet I felt more miser- 
able a week ago, when I had them, than 
I can ever feel again, I am sure. For 
now, whatever may happen to me, I shall 
know — ^but I must try to tell it as it 
happened. 

Whether I can ever show it to Sabina 
is another question: sometimes I feel that 
it would be the simplest possible vindica- 
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tion of my conduct. No one could read 
it, I am sure, and not see that I was per- 
fectly sincere, though I may have been 
stupid. I seem to myself now to have been 
moving in a thick, uncomfortable mist, 
through which everything loomed dis- 
torted and deceptive, while I stumbled 
resentfuUy against my own unfamiUar 
shadow. 

But could I show it to her, when I have 
it completed? For I want to finish it, for 
my own satisfaction. In its pathetically 
unsuccessful way — ^because as I read it 
through I see that it is not a character 
study at all: at least not in the way I 
meant it to be — ^it covers what was surely a 
most important part of more than one life 
that is very dear to me. Perhaps, years 
from now, when Sabina and I are both 
old, we may laugh over it together. . . . 
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I was not very happy last Sunday. The 
excitement of the luncheon, the worry 
about Maria, the dread of hunting for 
some one to take her place, when I was 
conscious of never having so little interest 
to bring to the task, all combined to 
verify the headache I had pleaded when 
I left Chloe ; and I got out of my pretty 
new frock wearily, slipped on a heavy 
bath wrapper, for the dusk was chilly, 
and there were no fires upstairs, and 
relinquished myself to the sleep I hoped 
would come. 

At first, I remember, it seemed impos- 
sible to lose myself. A procession of curi- 
osities tramped through my brain; what 
was Sabina thinking of, there in the study 
by herself? What was it that had shut us 
off from each other? Once or twice lately 
I had caught her looking at me so in- 
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tently, so doubtfully, but just as she 
might have spoken she had glanced away 
and the moment had passed. 

What were Chloe and Mr. Ogden 
saying, together in the living-room? 
Blessing me and my tact in leaving them, 
doubtless, but after that, what? What did 
people say in those circumstances? How 
ridiculous it was not to know : almost any 
kitchen-maid might have told me. 

What was Maria meditating, racked 
with the terrible headache that had drawn 
her face into those unmistakable lines? 
Chloe had been right — it was the lull be- 
fore the tornado: had the tornado passed, 
then, or would she round out her experi- 
ence and murder us in our beds that 
night? Had our humble bottle of cooking 
sherry been responsible? 

From one query to another I tossed 
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clammy wrapped aromid my face, that 
strengthened me even while it stifled, but 
I protested weakly. I knew that I was 
dead, and that this was the Judgment 
Day, but I wanted to stay where I was: 
it was less trouble. 

" I didn't think it would be so rough,'' 
I thought, as the bell scolded and slapped 
me and the pain stabbed my chest. 

" Give her the pail right in the face," 
said the bell gruffly, " and if she don't 
come round, we'll pass her out the win- 
dow — ^the stairs is too far gone for 
carryin' her down." 

An icy flood poured over my face and 
neck, and spluttering, gasping, crying, I 
fought back to life. 

Oh, yes, I remembered Maria — ^she was 
killing me with smoke. But what was that 
shiny boat-like hat on her head? Was she 
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really a man — ^had she always been? Had 
Mr. Ogden always known it, and was that 
what made him so white? He was pulling 
me to my feet. 

" Can you climb through the window 
out on the roof? " he said quickly, " that 
will be so much easier — that's it — dhurry 
now! Here — ^hold this towel over your 
mouth." 

It was not Maria — it was a fireman. 
The room was dense with choking smoke ; 
a confused clang and whistle and hiss, 
as of water on flames, deafened me. 

Mr. Ogden jumped through the win- 
dow — ^his coat was off and his collar was 
very soiled — and pulled me through after 
him. I had only one hand free to reach 
to him, for the other held fast to some- 
thing that I felt I must never give up, 

though I was not quite sure what it was, 
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We stood on the roof of the little side 
porch; below us a crowd of people ran 
about in a darkness lit by a terrible, 
irregular glare that seemed to surround 
us: its heat scorched my face. 

" We are like Daniel in the lions' den," 
I said suddenly to Mr. Ogden: my voice 
was rough and broken, and siu^ely that 
was not quite what I meant? 

He held my hand reassuringly, though 
he looked anxiously into my eyes. 

"What's that?" she shouted in my 
ear. " I am Ogden — Howard Ogden, 
you know! The house is on fire — don't 
try to talk — I thought we'd never find 
you!" 

" Oh, yes," I said, " our house. So it is. 
Does Sabina know? " 

He smiled in relief at me, and I saw 

that his moustache was burned nearly off. 
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" Here's the ladder," he called sud- 
denly. " Don't be all night with it, down 
there! — There's plenty of time" — as he 
turned to me. " Can you put your foot 
just there, and come down slowly after 
me? I'm right below you. Don't look 
down, please — ^just watch the top of the 
ladder." 

I slipped over the edge, clumsily, be- 
cause my left hand still grasped the thing 
I must be careful not to lose. But still I 
did not know what it was. 

It seemed to me that I travelled down 
that shaking ladder for hours. From time 
to time I heard an anxious voice behind 
me, as I stopped for breath: 

" That's good! That's it! Just a few 
more — ^you're doing finely!" 

At last I stepped into a cold pool of 
water that reached over my ankle, and 
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I remembered that I had only knitted 
bed-slippers on my feet. Somebody half 
carried me through a wet, chattering 
crowd of strangers and seated me on a 
pile of Anna Stuyvesant's brocade pil- 
lows. 

" Pretty close shave, hey? " a man be- 
side me called out. " I didn't think you'd 
get her!" 

Hush!" said Mr. Ogden angrily. 
They got the piano all right, I see," 
said the man, "and eight dinin'-room 
chairs. Pretty good work, I call that, 
with the walls eaten right through like 
they were. What was the matter with 
you all, anyway? Wasn't you awake? 
Sunday's a bad day for a fire, here, you 
know." 

Suddenly everything cleared before 
me: I remembered perfectly. He and 
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Chloe had been talking, talking. ... I 
had dropped asleep to the steady murmur 
of their voices. No wonder they had not 
noticed the fire. The pain drove through 
my chest again. 

"Mr. Ogden, where is Sabina?^' I 
demanded. He shook his head. 

" I— I don't know! " he said. 

I gave one glance into the hissing, 
blackened furnace behind me; the scur- 
rying people were like dancing demons 
around it. 

" There goes the roof — ^there she 
goes ! " cried the strange man ; " what- 
ever's in there now, stays! " 

A roaring crash seemed to drown me, 
like dark waters, and I fainted for the 
first time in my life. 

Later — it might have been minutes or 
months — I was aware of a soft, rumbling 
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Chloe had been talking, talking. ... I 
had dropped asleep to the steady murmur 
of their voices. No wonder they had not 
noticed the fire. The pain drove through 
my chest again. 

"Mr. Ogden, where is Sabina?^' I 
demanded. He shook his head. 

" I— I don't know! " he said. 

I gave one glance into the hissing, 
blackened furnace behind me; the scur- 
rying people were like dancing demons 
around it. 

" There goes the roof — ^there she 
goes!" cried the strange man; " what- 
ever's in there now, stays! " 

A roaring crash seemed to drown me, 
like dark waters, and I fainted for the 
first time in my life. 

Later — it might have been minutes or 
months — I was aware of a soft, rumbling 
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jar, a sense of motion, and quiet voices 
very near me. 

" It will be all right, I am sure," said 
one voice, " it is only the shock. The man 
said she was talking and sitting up easily, 
and he saw her come down the ladder — 
she can't be hurt." 

" I am very glad," this was a man's 
voice; "she is a dear creature — I have 
grown much attached to her, really." 

" I wish she reciprocated the attach- 
ment." Just then this voice grew a little 
louder and I knew it for Sabina's. That 
soft movement under my head must be 
Sabina's shoulder, and I was half sitting, 
half lying against her. 

" The trouble is, she is afraid of 
you!" 

"Of me? Impossible!" 

That was Mr. Van Ness. I could not 
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seem to move nor open my eyes, but I 
knew now where I was. I was propped 
against Sabina on the back seat of the 
English cart and Mr. Van Ness must be 
leaning over toward us from the front, 
while he drove slowly along. 

" You didn't tell her, then, this after- 
noon? " 

I felt Sabina's head shake. 

" I couldn't," she murmured. " I can't 
seem to find a suitable opportunity " 

" My dear Sabina! And you have been 
close friends for seven years!" 

" That may be the reason." I have 
never heard Sabina's voice so meek. 

" And I am to stay away indefinitely, 
then? " 

" Oh, no! O Htmter, I am so glad you 
came ! " 

The rumble stopped suddenly, at a soft 
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word to the horses, and I felt that we were 

no longer movmg. Something, some one 

was bending over me. 

"Be careful," Sabina breathed — ^but 

it was surely not her face, so close to 

mine? — " she is fast asleep! " 

" Then why need I be careful? '* 

I tried to move, but warm rugs covered 

me to the chin and weakness bound me 

hand and foot. Besides, I was crowded 

tightly against Sabina's shoulder as she 

leaned over me. 

" It was ten days, my dear, ten long 

days." The whisper was close in my 

ear. 

" But I wrote you every day! " 

I could not distinguish one whisper 

from the other, now. My head whirled; 

I knew that I must open my eyes or lose 

my consciousness again. Something that 
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I clutched in my hand began to bruise it 
and the hurt helped to waken me. With 
a long breath I forced my eyes open and 
stared into the black sky sprinkled with 
stars. 

We began to move slowly along a 
country road; I saw the arching trees. 
A broad, square-shouldered back rose 
straight before me, and I was no longer 
pressed against Sabina's shoulder. 

" Are you better, dear? " 

Her voice was again the voice I knew 
and was sure of. " This is Mr. Van 
Ness." 

I see," I said briefly. 
He — ^he drove over to call on us just 
before the fire was discovered and — and 
I went with him for a little drive. So I 
was not there when it broke out so ter- 
ribly." 
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" I see," I said again. 

And indeed I saw. All my past blind- 
ness rolled away like mist before me, and 
in the light of my new knowledge every- 
thing perplexing in the last weeks fell 
into its simple place. 

What a fool I had been! Of course he 
would not marry Chloe — ^he did not want 
to. Perhaps he had never wanted to. No 
wonder he had not come to see us when 
Solly was sick : Sabina was not there. He 
could see her in town. No wonder he had 
taken Pluto to drive — ^though I know he 
does not like dogs. And that was why he 
looked so earnestly from Sabina to me 
the night of the brandied peaches — ^he 
was wondering why she did not tell me 
or why I did not guess! 

And Chloe had always known that it 

would be Mr. Ogden, after all. O foolish, 
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flirting Chloe, how could you let me stay 
so blind, when you could have settled it 
all so easily? But even then I tried to be 
just to Chloe. Who was I, I thought 
bitterly, to judge of what a girl should 
do under the spell of that strange emotion 
that held Sabina dumb and constrained 
with her oldest friend and kept even the 
young lovers unsettled and uncertain? 
My losses seemed so varied and so imde- 
served that I hardly knew which I felt 
the most. 

" I heard you talking, a moment ago, 
Sabina," I said softly, under the rumble 
of the wheels, " before I could tell you 
so. I know about it, now. I must have 
seemed very stupid. I hope you will be 
very happy." 

" I wanted you to learn to like him," 
she murmured, " and I thought you 
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wouldn't, if I told you too soon. You 
will, when you know him, really. I 
couldn't seem to explain to you — ^you 
were so — so difficult. . . ." 

" Was I ? I am sorry. I have al- 
ways admired him very much," I said 
wearily. 

" Why don't I care more? It is the end 
of seven years," I thought, in a sort of 
dull amazement. 

And that was all that we said, Sabina 
and I. I did not really expect her to cry 
and kiss me and tell me how it happened 
— forty cannot be seventeen again, and 
Sabina was always self-contained — ^but 
somehow I should have thought it would 
bring us a little nearer — if only because 
we were to part so soon. 

" But perhaps I am difficult," I 
thought sadly; I was really very tired. 
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" Where are we going, Sabina? " I 
whispered. 

" Why, you know, dear, there isn't any 
house," she told me gently. " It went like 
tinder — ^the walls must have been smoul- 
dering all the afternoon. Himter has sta- 
tioned half a dozen men there to guard 
everything there is left, and we'll come 
over in the morning, if you feel strong 
enough. We are going to his sister's. It 
is only nine now, and you can get a good 
night's rest and be well taken care of." 

" Oh, no, no! " I cried, " I can't go 
there, Sabina — I don't want to! I mean, 
I have only my bath robe ! " 

It was not very poUte, but I had not 
strength enough for politeness; and the 
idea of that big, elaborate house with its 
corridors of formal guest rooms shook 
my last shred of self-control. 
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" You go, Sabina, pray do, but don't 
take me! " I wailed, " oh, don't! '' 

" But where will you go, my dear? " 
she asked patiently. " I particularly 
thought you wouldn't care for any of the 
neighbors' houses. Is there any quiet place 
you can think of where we could be com- 
fortable? " 

There flashed into my mind the picture 
of a clean and quiet kitchen, bright with 
a scoured, red-mouthed stove, fragrant 
of new bread, hospitable and peaceful; 
through the open door I glimpsed the 
company bed, with a fringed counter- 
pane, and the deep rocking-chair and 
geraniimi pot beside it. It had been my 
refuge in more than one season of 
despair, that little cottage on the skirts 
of the village, and it would take me in 
now. 
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" Ask him to drive to Mamie's aimt," 
I begged her, and there he drove. 

She had just returned from the fire 
and she had a cup of steaming, frag- 
rant tea for me and some buttered 
toast. 

" It's me that thought you'd be along, 
miss," she said cheerfully. " She'll just 
know there's the loan of a bed ready for 
her, says I — and Miss Archbold, too, if 
she'll take the half of it." 

Sabina hesitated, but I seized her hand. 

" Please go with Mr. Van Ness, Sa- 
bina," I begged her, " I am just where 
I want to be and — oh, please go ! " 

She looked at me steadily a moment — 
was there pity in her handsome eyes? — 
then nodded her head. 

" I don't think you could do better 
than stay, my dear," she said, in her 
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competent, sagacious way, " and I'll 
come in early to-morrow. Mamie's aunt 
will do everything — ^good heavens, who is 
that? " 

A wild dishevelled figure dashed into 
the little kitchen. Collarless, vestless, 
grimy and black with smoke, Mr. Ogden 
turned his white face with its burned 
moustache toward Mamie's aimt. 

" Is she here? I ran all the way — 
nobody knew — oh, thank God!" he 
cried. 

It burst on me suddenly that I was 
responsible for her and that he had taken 
it for granted I had her with me — per- 
haps he had told her to stay by me and 
trusted her to do it. 

I got up, stimibling in my wet bedroom 

slippers. 

" Chloe isn't here, Mr. Ogden," I said 
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unsteadily, " I am afraid you lost her in 
helping me. But she is surely safe — ^she 
was on the piazza with you " 

" Oh, she's all right," he interrupted 
irritably. " What happened to you? You 
nearly frightened me to death ! I thought 
— I thought you might have gone back 
into that — oh, I don't know what I 
thought!" 

He seized my wrists and pushed me 
back against the wall. His face worked 
nervously. Something in his eyes made 
my heart beat to suffocation. 

" But, Chloe," I repeated like a parrot, 
" Chloe " 

His eyes frightened me. 

" Will you stop muttering * Chloe ' at 
me?" he stormed, shaking my wrists; 
" you little idiot, don't you know it's you, 
you, youl'^ 
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Nobody need try to tease me with de- 
scriptions of how stupidly I stared at 
him: I knew at the time that my eyes 
were perfectly blank, though I really 
don't believe that my jaw dropped, as 
they say. 

" Me? " I said vaguely, " me? " 

His eyes were too near: I could not see 
them. 

When I opened my own, we were alone 
in the room; I remember there had been 
a quick rustle of skirts just before — 
before I shut them, and the sound of a 
closing door. But if Sabina and Mamie's 
aimt had foreseen what was about to 
happen, it was more than I had. You see 
it had never happened to me before. 

It happened frequently just then, 

however, for as Mr. Ogden explained to 

me, it was the only thing that could stop 
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my explaining to him why he must have 
meant Chloe all the time! 

" Why, Sabina thought so! " I assured 
him. 

He smiled cheerfully. " She doesn't 
think so now, does she? " he inquired, and 
again I blushed, as I thought of myself 
pushed against the wall, and again it 
happened. 

"But I— I am thirty-four!" I cried, 
" it's all wrong — I am old enough to 
be " 

" Are you going to say, my mother? " 

he interrupted me quickly, " because I 

am thirty-one, and I believe I was older 

than you when I was born! If you are 

not old enough to know when a man is 

head over ears^ love with you — ^why, 

see here, I should never marry anybody 

else, if you were forty -{our ! " 
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I may not be young enough to beUeve 
this, but oh, I am quite young enough to 
enjoy it! I think I shall never be so old 
that the memory of it will not make me 
happy. 

" But at the first — ^the very first, surely 
you came to see her? " 

He nodded. 

"Why, yes," he said honestly; "she's 
an awfully jolly girl — I came to call. 
The way you go to call on girlsi, you 
know. She's certainly a mighty entertain- 
ing young woman," he added reflectively. 
" But you — oh, you're diff^erent! " His 
eyes caught mine again and again they 
frightened me (but this time I knew what 
would happen). 

"You're the dearest tmng, you know!" 

he said eagerly. 

And just then the last drop of doubt 
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and indecision melted out of my happy 
heart. (It is surprising how one grows 
accustomed to its happening.) 

I felt him shivering — Mamie's aunt 
has told me how his coat caught fire on 
the way to my room — and while I began 
to pour some tea for him he noticed my 
wet bed-slippers. 

" Heavens, you poor child, what was 
Miss Archbold thinking of? " he cried — 
the idea of Sabina's attending to my 
slippers! — and he threw open the bed- 
room door. 

" Has nobody here a dry pair of 
shoes? " he called reprovingly. 

Sabina and Mamie's aimt emerged 
from the bedroom — ^there was no other 
door out — and feU upon me apologetic- 
ally. 

" And her hair drippin' with the 
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water! " cried the good woman. " Come 
with me, deary, and IVe got the very 
pink-striped dress you give Mamie dean 
in the drawer, and the slippers Miss Chloe 
give her for the Firemen's Balll But 
you've had enough o' firemen, I'm think- 
in'. An' indeed I wish you joy from my 
heart, miss, for it's you that deserve it ! " 

Sabina put her arms around me and 
kissed me. We have never kissed very 
much, she and I — perhaps that is why 
we have kept our friendship so long — 
and I cannot describe how contented it 
made me. 

" I have never been really satisfied till 
now," she said softly, though I am sure 
she did not mind Mr. Ogden's hearing. 

" Leave me y'r shoes f 'r the oven, Mr. 

Ogden, dear," said Mamie's aimt, " and 

I've the stylishest sweater vest here, just 
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done up, that the gentleman that owns it'll 
be proud to give ye the lend of. With 
y'r face washed an' a drop o' somethin' 
in ye, ye'U be y'r own man again! " 

My hair was not yet dry, so Sabina 
braided it for me in two braids — all my 
family have long hair — ^and buttoned 
Mamie's pink-striped gown. She nearly 
put on my shoes, but even on that night 
of nights I felt that there were limits to 
what should happen I 

" Sabina," I said suddenly, " be honest 
with me. Is it imwise? Am I too old for 
him?" 

She turned me about so that I faced 
the little shell-framed mirror. 

" Look at that, you stupid, dear thing," 

said she. But I shall not always have such 

rosy cheeks, and excitement brightens 

any one's eyes. 
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When I went back into the kitchen Mr. 
Van Ness stood there, wanning his hands 
at the fire. I took my courage in both hands 
and walked straight up to him. 

" I know about you and Sabina, now, 
Mr. Van Ness," I said hurriedly, " I — I 
heard, in the cart, but I could not wake 
up exactly. I am sorry I kept you away 
for ten days. But I thought you — I 
thought it was Chloe, you see." 

He stared at me, and I was terribly 
conscious of my school-girl pig-tails. 

" You thought it was Chloe? " he re- 
peated uncomprehendingly. 

" To marry her, you know," I ex- 
plained feebly. 

He looked positively frightened for a 
moment. 

" But — ^but — ^how extraordinary! " he 

exclaimed. " How could any one — ^surely 
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no one could see Miss Archbold and — 
not that she is not a most attractive 
young woman — dear me, and extremely- 
vivacious; it is a pleasure to meet her, I'm 
sure, but — oh, you are not in earnest, 
really ! Ever since I met her — " and when 
he smiles I wonder how I could have been 
afraid of him for a moment—" I have 
admired Miss Archbold more than any 
woman I ever saw. You understand that, 
I am sure — ^she tells me you are such old 
friends." 

" You cannot admire her too much," 
I told him soberly; had I always been 
quite fair to Sabina of late? 

She came in with Mr. Ogden, looking 

like a college boy in his sweater vest, and 

I shall never, no matter what grand cook 

Sabina may have, eat a more delicious 

supper than Mamie's aunt served us that 
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night. It was only tea and toast and 
scrambled eggs " with a frazzle o' ham 
in 'em " ; but the hot tea warmed and 
quieted me, the toast was fresh and 
golden brown, and across the table — ^but 
I suppose I shall grow used to his eyes. 

" How much have they succeeded in 
saving, Himter?" Sabina asked, when 
we had forgotten how long ago it was 
that we limched. 

"The piano and the dining-room 
chairs," he began. 

" The Stuyvesants'," I said. 

"A number of pieces of brocade and 
silk hangings " 

"Again the Stuyvesants'," said Sabina. 

" A bronze head on a large pedestal, 
and a small Dutch silver tray. I am afraid 
that is all," he concluded. 

Sabina and I looked at each other. 
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Everything that Anna Stuyresant had 
loaned us was safe, and nothing else in 
the world! 

" Have they any idea how it could 
have begun? " inquired Sabina calmly. 

I longed for the floor to open and 
swallow me up. 

" Sabina," I stammered, " I shall have 
to tell you — it was Maria. She did 
smoke! " 

They looked hard at me, and suddenly 
they all began to laugh. 

" The firemen swore it began in the 
attic, and I faced them up and down it 
didn't," said Mr. Ogden finally, when 
they had finished. 

" — In bed," I went on sadly, " and I 
knew it. And she must have fallen asleep. 
Oh, where is Maria? Was she " 

" She was not," said Mr. Ogden, sud- 
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denly grave. " She is alive, though she 
doesn't deserve to be, for she told me 
there was no one left upstairs when I 
helped her out." He looked at me and 
his mouth twitched. " She asked me for 
a dollar and headed for the station," he 
continued with an effort at lightness, 
" and I doubt if you see Maria again — 
in view of the facts ! " 

" Sabina," I cried penitently, " all 
your lovely books! And I engaged her I 
Oh, I will never trust my judgment 
again!" 

" I should thmk not," said Mr. Ogden 
— but his eyes were kind and oh, I was 
sure I was not too old! — "your judg- 
ment, indeed! Do you know," and he 
smiled on us all delightedly, " she pretends 
to have supposed that I was going to 
marry Miss Chloe! As if," with an 
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audacious, confidential air, " I could 
dream of supporting that brilliant young 
thing in the style to which her — friends 
are accustomed! " 

" I'm afraid there is a great deal in 
that," Sabina began gravely, " I have 
always feared — " But she never finished. 

" Sabina! " I cried, " where is Chloe? " 

We dropped our teacups and stared 
guiltily at one another. It was too un- 
believable. 

" I — I thought she was with you, of 
course," said Mr. Ogden, half rising and 
looking at Sabina and Mr. Van Ness. 
"When I left her to get that — ^when I 
went for Maria, she was running for some 
one to bring the piano out, and after that 
I — I lost track of her; she wouldn't stay 
where I told her to. When I went to get 
you — " he looked at me, and I wondered 
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that I could ever have supposed there 
was any one else for him — " when it oc- 
curred to me that you might really be in 
that — that — " He paused and swallowed 
hard. 

" And afterward, when you fainted, 
I ran for some brandy," he went on, " and 
when I got back you were gone, A man 
there said that a lady and gentleman 
came and got you in a carriage, and I 
supposed it was she, of course." He 
scowled at Mr. Van Ness, who cleared 
his throat and pushed away his chair. 

" And I supposed she was with you — 

of course," he answered with an accusing 

glance at Mr. Ogden. " I inquired of the 

firemen and they assured me that you and 

she had been most active in saving what 

could be got out — I took it for granted 

she was safe with you, when Miss Arch- 
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bold and I hurried away with this poor 
lady." 

Sabina and I said nothing, but I am 
sure our thoughts were dreadfully alike. 
There was no disguising it: we had both 
of us completely forgotten Chloe. 

The two men started together for the 
door without a word from either of us. 
But before they reached it a soft thimip- 
ing shook it. 

"Mamie's auntl O Mamie's aunt!" 
some one called. We listened breathlessly. 

" Oh, may I come in, Mamie's aunt? " 
The voice was half laughing, half ap- 
pealing. 

" I can't remember your name, Mamie's 
aunt, I'm so excited, but I knew you'd 
take me in, and I'm too wet to come 
unless you tell me I may, and my hands 
are full!" 
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The door pushed open slowly and 
Chloe stumbled into the room, her skirts 
kilted to her knees, her shoes and stock- 
ings drenched, her lap full of some small, 
clattering objects. She paused and her 
bright, questioning eyes moved quickly 
from one to the other of our little group. 

I suppose my nerves were not quite 
steady yet, for at the thumping on the 
door I had stepped hastily over to Mr. 
Ogden; Mr. Van Ness stood behind 
Sabina's chair with one hand on it. 

I 

What passed through the girl's mind 
I do not know. Sometimes I think I saw 
more in her darting eyes than I like to 
remember: again I am sure there was 
only excitement and relief at iSnding us. 

" A meeting of the survivors! " she 
cried. " Are we all safe and — ^and 
happy? '' 
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Sabina moved toward her, 

" My dear, dear child," she said 
eagerly, " what must you think of us? 
We thought — ^they supposed " 

" Ogden and I each thought you were 
with the other," said Mr. Van Ness 
frankly. 

Chloe's eyes rested a tiny moment on 
his. 

"Ah!" she murmured. And that was 
all. 

" I should love some tea, Mamie's 
aunt," she said a moment later. " Wasn't 
it thrilling? I saved these myself — ^they 
are Satterlee Stuyvesant's old English 
salt cellars! I suppose you know there's 
practically nothing else? We've none of 
us a rag. You ought to braid your hair 
like that all the time: doesn't he think 
so?" 
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Mamie's aunt got her dry and we 
bustled over her tea. 

"Wasn't it great luck about the in- 
surance, though? '' she mumbled with 
her tnouth full of toast. 

Sabina and I stared at each other. 

" I believe you had forgotten ! " she 
cried. "Dear, dear, it takes a thrifty 
spinster like me to remember — and you 
had other things to think of, evidently I " 

A loud jarring sound grew every mo- 
ment louder, and culminated at our door. 

" It's the Panhard," said Chloe, start- 
ing up, "*Anna telephoned she'd sent 
it. We'll come over in the morning — I'm 
dead for some sleep. Satterlee did hope 
those chairs had binned, he said! " 

She was at the door before we knew it. 
" Good-by, my dears — and bless you ! " 

"But Chloe," I began, "won't you '* 
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She flew across the room and dipped 
over me in a sudden kiss. 

" To-morrow! " she persisted, " to-mor- 
row! I'm — I'm so tired, dears both! Give 
me a night's rest, and I'll dance at the 
weddings — ^to-morrow 1 " 

She was gone. We heard the great car 
back slowly aroimd and snort off. 

" A most attractive girl," said Mr. Van 
Ness thoughtfully. " Such tremendous 
vitality ... a little excitable, though. 
Had we not better start, my — ^Miss Arch- 
bold?" 

They went out and the rumble of the 
cart died away. 

" I suppose you couldn't wear it in 
braids like that, could you? " said Mr. 
Ogden. 

I looked hastily at the bedroom door 
(after it had happened) to see if Mamie's 
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aunt was coming back, and there on the 
threshold I saw a scorched, black account- 
book, 

" See what you saved! " I cried. It was 
that I had clutched, all through the smoke 
and down the ladder and in the high cart I 

I need not tell what he said, because I 
cannot pretend that this is any longer a 
character study. 

Mamie's aimt put me to bed. 

" It'll be nice for you, miss, in goin' 
to housekeepin', to have that fine Swede 
girl, I'm thinkin'," she said, " you'll not 
have to raise your hand." 

I looked at my hand thoughtfully; it 
was not Maria's fault that I could raise 
it at that moment! And yet could I have 
summoned the strength of character to 
dismiss her? I am glad I did not have to 
try. 
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" O Mamie's aunt!" I cried, patting her 
gratefully, " why is it, why is it that bad 
servants are so good and good servants 
are so bad? " 

She shook her head philosophically and 
blew out my lamp. 

" An' often IVe thought, dear, 'tis the 
same way with th' husbands," she said, 
"an' them that can manage the one can 
mostly manage the other! So maybe 
what youVe learnt '11 come in handy, 
like." 

But I, alone with happiness, smiled to 
myself in the dark. 



[ 221 ] 



1. 

I ! 

I 
I 

■' '! 

i 

i 



I. 



^ ■ I 

j: 



I ' 



;j 



' 1 



- I 



i, 



M 



SMikiid Univarslty Ubcaiies 

3 6105 124 453 585 




r362f 



i 



\ 



Stanford University Libraries 
Stanf ordy California 



Return this book on or before date dae. 




